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ON THE 

POETICAL WORKS 

OP 

Mr. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

X H £ diflferent fpccics of Poetry may be reduced 
under two comprehenfive clalTes. The firfl includes 
all in which the charms of verie are made ufe of, 
to illuftrate fubje6ls which in their own nature arc 
afie£ling or interefling. Such are Didadic and Dra- 
matic compofitions. Such is the Epic, where a flory, 
a feries of adventures, carries the reader on through the 
jmpulfe of curiofity, and lofes not its intereft intirely 
even if tranflated into Profe. Such are defcriptions of 
natural obje£ls, where the mind recognizes with plea- 
fure the forms and colouring it admires in the various 
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fcenes and produftions of the vifible world. Such is, 
alfo, that moral painting of men and manners, that 
fpontaneoudy approves itfelf to the fpirit of obfervation, 
and the moral fenfe, that more or leis are implanted in 
the breaft of every man. Hence the Effays and Epif- 
tles of Pope have been popular among all that read. 
A lively reprefentation of the pajfions^ particularly 
thofe of love, terror, and pity, commands the atten- 
tion even of dftyfe who are but indifferent judges of 
• the vehicle in which it may be conveyed. The other 
clafe confifts of what may be called pure Poetry, or 
Poetry in the abftraft. It is converfant with an ima- 
ginary world, peopled with beings of its own creation. 
It deals in fplendid imagery, bold fi£);ion, and allego- 
rical perfonages. It is neceffarily obfcure to a certain 
degree ; bccaufe, having to do chiefly with ideas gene- 
rated within the mind, it cannot be at all comprehend- 
ed by any whofe intelleft has not been exercifed in 
fimilar contemplations ; while the conceptions of the 
Poet (often highly metaphyfical) are rendered ftill 
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more remote from common apprchenfion by the 
figurative phrafe in which they are clothed. All 
that is properly Lyric Poetry is of this kind. . It de- 
pends for cficfl:*on the harmony of the verfe, which 
mufl be modulated with the nicefl care ; and on a fe- 
licity of expreflion, rather than a fuUnefs of thought. 
An Epic Poem may be compared to a piece of mafly 
plate finely wrought ; it is intrinfically valuable, though 
its value is much increafed by the work bellowed up- 
on it. An Ode, like a delicate piece of filver fiUigrcc, 
receives in a manner all its value from the art and curi- 
ofity of the workmanfhip. Hence Lyric Poetry will 
very (eldom bear trandation, which is a kind of melt- 
ing down of a Poem, and reducing it to the fterling 
value of the matter contained in it. Who can read 
the greateft part of the Odes of Horace in any tranf- 
lation that has yet appeared ? and who, but a native 
of France, reads, what a native of France reads with 
rapture, the Odes of Jean Baptiste Rousseau ?— 
Nor can this fpecics of Poetry, though moft anfwcring 



VI ON THE POETICAL WORKS 

to Shake spear's definition, as it gives to airy nothing 
a local habitation and a nanUf ever be popular. The 
Jubftratum, if I may fo exprefe myfelf, or fdije^ 
matter, which every compofition muft have, is, in a 
Poem of this kind, fo extremely flender, that it re- 
quires not only art, but a certain artifice of conflruc- 
tion, to work it up into a beautiful piece ; and to judge 
of or relifh fuch a compofition requires a pra6liied ear, 
and a taftc formed by elegant reading. Moliere, it 
is (aid, uied to fubmit his Comedies to the criticifm of 
an old woman ; but the mofl beautiful Ode will only 
pleafe thofe who by being long converfant with the 
beft models of Poetry in a polifhed age, have acquired 
a fcientific and perhaps, in fome degree, a faditious 
tafle. 

Collins, amongfl: our Englifh Authors, has cul- 
tivated the Lyric Muie with peculiar felicity; his 
works arc fmall in bulk, but highly finifhed ; and have 
defervedly gained him a rerpe6lable rank amongfl our 
minor Poets. His chara^leriflics are tendemefs, tin- 
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gcd with melancholy, beautiful imagery, a fondnels 
for allegory and abftrad ideas, purity and chafteneis 
of teitiment, and an exquifite ear for harmony. In 
his endeavours to embody the fleeting forms of mind, 
and clothe them with correfpondent imagery, he is not 
unfiiequently obfcure; but even when obfcurc, the 
reader who pofleiFes congenial feelings is not ill pleafed 
to find his fsiculties put upon the flretch in the fearch 
of thofe fublime ideas which are apt, from their 
(hadowy nature, to elude the grafp of the mind. 

Collins has written but little, and is faid, pro- 
bably with truth, to have been inclined to indolence ; 
but it is likewiie true that the man of fine imaginati- 
on who draws his produ6iions from the (lores of his 
own mind, ought to have large allowance made before 
this accufation is fixed upon him. A real Poet mufl 
always appear indolent to the man of the world. The 
alacrity and method of bufinefs is not to be expefted in 
his occupation. His mind works in filence, and ex- 
haufts itfelf with the various emotions which it che- 
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rifhcs, while to a common eye it appears fixed in ftu- 
pid apathy. The Poet requires long intervals of eafe 
and leifure ; his imagination fhould be fed with no- 
velty, and his ear foothed by praife. But it was not 
the fortune of Collins to meet with that notice 
which his produdions have fince obtained ; and after 
he had publiflied his beautiful Odes, indignant and 
difappointed at the (lownefs of the fale, he is faid to 
have burnt the remaining copies with his own hands. 
His end was unhappy ; his mind, abandoned to in^ 
aftion, preyed upon itfelf, and he fell into that mala- 
dy mod humiliating to a being poffeffed of rational 
powers. 

The Epiflle to Sir Thomas Hanmer feems to have 
been the firft of our author's produftions. As the 
fubjeft is hiflorical, rather than fanciful, it has lefs of 
the peculiar manner of Collins than any other of 
his Poemsi In a flight, but neatly executed fketch, 
he traces the ftate of the Drama through the writers of 
other countries ; and with a partiality, in which the 
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ether nations of Europe fecm almoil to acquiefce, gives 
the palm to the Englilhman's idol, Shake spear, af- 
ter whom, 

** No fecond growth the weftern ifle could bear, 
*' At once exhauiled with too rich a year." 
It is probable that our Poet, who was then a iludent 
at the univerfity, knew nothing at that time of Mas- 
singer ; otherwiie, when he diflinguifhes Shake- 
spear from Fletcher, by the (Irength and mafcu- 
line turn of his Drama, he could not have omitted one 
who came (b near him in thofe chara6leri{lic qualities. 
It is remarkable, that in this piece, the plan which 
has (ince been cairied into execution through the fpi- 
rit and liberality of Mr. Boyoel, that of a gallery of 
paintings to illuflrate the pieces of our great Dramatift, 
is here firfl propofed to the public. The fubje^ls are 
particularly pointed out, Coriolanus relu6bntly yield- 
ing to the intreaties of his wife and mother, 

" Rage grafps the fword, while pity melts the eyes" 
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And, Antony^ pronouncing the funeral oration 
over the dead body of Julius Casfar ; 

" Still as they prels he calls on all around ; 

" Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding 
" wound." 

It were to be wiflied that all the fcenes which have 
been transferred to the canvafs, had been fele6led with 
as much judgment. It is not every fcene that may be 
found in Shakespear, which illuftrates Shakes- 
pear, 

In 1742, while Collins was flill a fludent at 
Magdalen College, he publifhed his Oriental, or, 
as they were firft entitled, Persian Eclogues. 
Senfiblc of the tritenefs of common Paftoral, which 
had become almoft proverbial, the author has endea- 
voured to throw intereft and variety into this elegant 
fpecies of compofition, by introducing the manners, and 
efpecially the appropriate fcenery of other countries. 
The attempt was laudable, and the effeft happy. 
The Oiiental Eclogues have not indeed attained equal 
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popularity with the Delias and Strephons of the Ar- 
cadian fchool, but they have always ftood high in 
the opinion of real judges^ and have opened iburces 
of new and ftriking imagery which fucceeding Poets 
hav« often availed themfel ves of. The paflions* of men 
are uniform ; but, modified by the influence of cli- 
mate, government, manners, and local circumflance, 
and accompanied with the various tints which employ 
the pencil of a landfcape painter, they prefent an in- 
exhauflible variety, from the fong of Solomon 
breathing of cafHa, myrrh, and cinnamon, to the 
Gentle Shepherd of Ramsay,, whofe damfels carry their 
milking pails through the froft and fnows of their lefi 
genial, but not lefs pafloral country. The province 
of Pafloral may in this way be enlarged to take in all 
the beautiful and all the grand appearances of nature, 
which obfcrvation or reading may have brought the 
Poet acquainted with ; he may fport in the vafl favan- 
nahs of America ; he may regale his fhepherds with the 
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bread-fruit of Otaheite, or fadden them with the prof- 
pc6b of an impending eruption of Mount Vcfuvius. 

The Eclogues are four in number, correfponding to 
the four periods of morning, noon, evening, and mid- 
night. Selim, ortheSHEPHERD'sMoRAL, istheleafl 
intcrefting of the number. It has nothing dramatic in 
its ftrufturc, and the two fimiles with which it is 
adorned are more quaint than beautiful. It is, how- 
ever^ calculated to pleafe by the purity and fweetnefs 
of its moral ideas, and ierves, as it were, to prepare 
and put the mind in tune for virtuous fympathy with 
the feelings of fhcphdrds. The perfonification of Cha- 
ftity 

« ■ of all afraid, 

** Diftrufting all, a wife fufpicious maid ; 

" But man the moft — ' " 

is remarkably happy. 

H^ssAN^ or the Gamel- DRIVER, ftands upon a 
ground of fuperior merit. There is a peculiar flrength of 
painting in the opening of the Poem. The horror of a 
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boundlefs defart, arid and fultiy, the intenfc beams of 
noon, the abfence of all vcfligc of vegetation, the un- 
dulating ocean of fand iwcpt by the rifing whirlwind, 
piefent a fcenery of gloomy grandeur ftriftly appn>« 
priate to the country. A (ingle group appears upon 
the canvafe, compoled of laden camels, fo emphatically 
called in the Eafl the fhips of the defart, purfuing their 
painful march through a cloud of dufl, and the driver 
Haflan, with his tingle cruife of water, and fan made 
of feathers, who is reprefented flriking his breaft with 
his hand, according to the eaftem expreilion of ftrong 
emotion, before he begins his complaint. The fcene 
is highly finifhed, and fhews what advantage might be 
gained to this kind of Poetry, by ftudying the more 
pi6luiefque features of nature. This piece is a mono- 
drame, but the apoflrophe to the camels, and .the in- 
troduftion of the fpeech of Haffan's miftrefs, give it 
fuf&cient dramatic effed. The danger incurred in thefe 
defarts from poifonous reptiles and wild beafls is flri- 
kingly impreffed : 
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** What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 

« Oft in the duft I view his printed feet." 
The images in the two following lines ieem to h: 
bonowed from the 5th chapter of Matthew, 

«* The lily, Peace, outfhines the filver flore, 

^ And life is dearer than the golden ore." 
There is a prettinefs in the prayer of Zara, that the 
blafts of the defart might be weak as her reje^led fighs, 
which is unworthy of the reft. Collins had a fine 
imagination, but he did not pofTeis the language of 
paflion. There feems alfo a fmall impropriety in Haf- 
&n's bearing himielf the cruife of water, when he was 
mafter of laden camels. 

The fubjed; of the next Eclogue is truly, paftoral. 
A young fliepherdeis making garlands of fuch flowers 
as, though they are the produ6b of our gardens only, 
are known to grow wild in many parts of Perfia, is dif- 
covered by Abbas the Great, fultan of that country, 
who falls in love with her, and leads her to his palace* 
Filled with awe, no leis than pleafure, ftie complies 
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with the wifhes of the monarch ; hut, like Prolerpine 
in the valley of £nna, looks hack with fond regret on 
the peaceful fcenes of her happy life ; 

" Oft as (he went, fhe turn'd her backward view, 
*^ And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu." 

A pretty incident is added, that fhe makes an annual 
vifit to the place of her former habitation, and per- 
fuades her royal lover to accompany her in a rural fef- 
tival, in which they lay afide the pomp of the court 
for the garb and flmple fare of the furrounding (hep- 
herds. As the narrative is put into the mouth of ano- 
ther Georgian maiden, who relates it among her com- 
panions, there fhould have been fome return to her at 
the clofe of the piece, without which we are apt to 
forget that Emyra and not the Poet is the narrator. 

AciB AND Se GANDER IS in evcry refpeft the moft 
finifhed of thefe Paftorals. It is the only one which 
is in dialogue. It is full of lively defcription, and 
mixes the fweetnels of the Paftoral with the keener fen- 
fations of the Drama or the Epic. The opening is na- 
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tural, and immediately interefls us in the fate of the 
^>eakers. The fubjeft is new, intcrefting, and ftriftly 
belonging to the life of (hepherds in thofe countries, 
which are unhappily expofed to the incurfions of bor- 
dering tribes of free-booters. Two Circaffian fhep- 
herds flying from the fudden attack of a horde of Tar- 
tars, purfue their journey by midnight for fome time, 
** Where wilder ing fear and defperate forrow led ;'* 
after a while, one of them, exhaufted by the length 
of the way, inti^ts the other to ftop, on which a dia- 
logue cnfues, defcriptive of the miferies of the inhabi- 
tants. At length they defcry the approach of th« 
enemy. 

" loud along the vale was heard 

" A fhriller fliriek, and nearer fires appeared.'* 
Tliis naturally puts an end to the dialogue ; they rife 
and continue their flight. CircalTia has the reputation 
of producing the moft beautiful women of the eaft. 
This gives the Poet a favorable opportunity of con- 
trafting the ibft fcenesof innocence, love and pleafurc, 
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With the aflfe^ling ones of waded harvefb, citron groves 
deftroycd, villages in flames, and all the de{lru6^iVe ra- 
vages of predatory war. The two following lines are 
uncommonly mufical, and have an indefcrihable charm 
in their verfification, 

** In vain (he boafts her faircft of the fair, 
** Their eyes' blue languifli and their golden hair." 
He adds 

" Thofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand fhall rend." 
With equal truth of penciling does he mark " the vil- 
lain Arab prowling for his prey," 

Some feeble or unmeaning epithets might be pointed 
out in this and in the other Eclogues ; and other marks 
may be perceived of a juvenile poet«; but on the whole^ 
they may be confidered as fpirited fketches of a new 
kind of Pafloral, which is fufceptible of unlimited 
variety and improvement. 

The reputation of Collins is chiefly built upon 
his Odes. Thefe were publifhed in the year 1746. 
They are entitled Odes descriptive and allego- 
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ILICAL. Allegorical they certainly are, fb £sir as that 
term may be applied to the perfonification of abflraft 
ideas, though Jigurative would perhaps have been a 
more proper term : but they do not feem to have an 
equal claim to the epithet defcriptive ; by which we 
generally underdand a delineation of fome portion of 
real nature. Few of the Odes of Collins are of this 
cad, which indeed does not belong fo properly to the 
nature of the Ode ; but they are in the high fpirit of 
pure Poetry. Their beginning is commonly abrupt 
and bold ; often a fpirited apoftrophe : 

" Thou to whom the world unknown 
" With all its fhadowy fhapes is fhewn !" 
Sometimes it is in the interrogative, 

" WhoJhaU awake the Spartan Jifc f " 
The language is highly figurative, fometimes ob- 
fcure ; the meafure is various ; the verfification in ge- 
neral eafy and flowing, and in many paflages wrought 
up to all the harmony the Englifh language is capable 
of exhibiting. 
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The firfl of thefe coqapofitiohs, To Pity, is chiefly 
xemarkable for a fwcctnels and tcndcmefe congenial to 
the fubje6l. Pity is reprefented as being fent into the 
world to bind the wounds and iboth the forrows of 
maQi 

** When firft Diftrels with dagger keen 
" Broke forth to wafte his deftin'd fcene." 

The ry&r of dezoy light is an expreHion peculiarly 
happy ; but the pcrfonification of Dijlrefs does not 
feem equally accurate, (ince Diflrefs is commonly ufed 
for the feniation felt by the perfon affli£led, not for 
misfortune itielf. , The mention of Otway, bom as 
well as Collins near the Arun, probably fuggeffced to 
his melancholy and indignant mind an analogy in their 
fates, which he has forborne to exprefs. They both 
of them were the obje6b of pity, from that circum- 
ftance in which a liberal mind would leafl wi(h to be- 
come ib, pecuniary diftrefles. The idea of building a 
temple to Pity, on the walls of which fhould be paint- 
ed a variety of tragic fubjefts, might, if the Poet had 
b 
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pleafed, have enabled him to lengthen his ode, by en- 
riching it with {ketches to any extent. 

The Ode TO Fear is one of the fineft in the col- 
le6lion. Nothing can be more fpirited than the open- 
ing, which at once introduces the mind to all thofe 
undefined terrors which wait upon " the world un- 
known." The break in the fifth line, Ah Fear ! ah 
frantic Fear ! 1 ftt^ I fee thee near ! has the happieft 
cffisft on the ear and on the mind. The hurried (lep, the 
haggard eye, the withering power of Fear, are all high- 
ly charafteriflic. Danger with gigantic limbs enjoying 
the midnight ftorm and fleeping on | loofe precipice ; 
and the ravening brood of Fate who lap the blood offor^ 
roto^ are finely imagined. It is difficult to keep in- 
tirely ieparate the a£Uve and palBve qualities of allego- 
rical perfonages: difficult to fay whether fuch a being 
as Fear fhould be the agent in infpiring, or the vi£lim 
agitated by the paflion. In this Ode the latter idea 
prevails, for Fear appears in the charafter of a nymph 
purfued, like Dry den's Honoriaj by the ravening 
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brood of Fate. She is'diftrafted by the ghaftly train 
conjured up by Danger, and hunted through the 
i¥orld without being fuffered to take repofe ; yet this 
idea is ibmewhat departed from, when the Poet endea- 
vours to propitiate Fear by offering her as a fuitable 
abode, the cell where Rape and Murder dwell; or a cave, 
whence (be may hear the cries of drowning feamen. She 
then becomes the power who delights in inflifting fear. 
But perhaps the reader is an enemy to his own gratifi- 
cation, who inveftigates the attributes of thcfe (hadowy 
beings with too nice and curious an eye. In his re- 
ference to the goblins of Midfumicer eve, the Poet 
ihews that difpofition to take advantage of the traditi- 
onary fuperflitions of his country, which he after- 
wards hidulged more fully in his Ode on the Highland 
Superflition ; a piece he did not live to finifh. The 
divifion of this Ode into Epode and Antiflrophe is no 
advantage to it. The change of meafure is fo violent 
from the Lyric to the Elegiac, that in faft they make 
two different Poems; and the terms them fclvcs, not be- 

b 2 
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ing fupported as among the mcients, by any adapta^ 
tion of mufical accompaniments, are in our Poetry 
totally unmeaning. The complimentry valediction fo 
often imitated from Milton, And I, Fear, will 
dwell with thee, is in this inflance but a compliment ; 
for however a man might be content to have his days 
tinged with the foft influence of a penferofb-melan* 
choly ; he could not, for any reward, wifli to fubjed: 
himfelf habitually to the diflra6bing emotions of fuch 
a paflion as Fear. 

The Ode to Simplicity is chiefly diftinguifhed 
by a fmoothneis and uniformity of melody, adapted to 
the fober nature of the fubje6L It chiefly infifts oif 
the power of Simplicity in touching the heart, and its 
neceflary conne6lion with Liberty : the latter, thougb 
a ientiment we have early imbibed, is probably imagi- 
nary. The Poet is obliged to include the Auguftan 
age of writers under the votaries of Simplicity, and 
how few were the Poets whom the Romans had to 
boaft of before that period? Where Collins is not 
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iufUined by richnds of Poetry, his ientiments will be 
found to be trite* 

On the Poetical Character. This is one of 
the moft difficult and perhaps lead fatisfa6lory of the 
Odes* It begins with an ingenious comparifon drawn 
from Spenser. As the girdle of Florimel, though 
apparently within the reach of all, would not fit any 
but the virtuous fair deflined to wear it ; fo the girdle 
of Fancy, the magic ceftus of poetic powers, can only 
be worn by him whom Nature has cad in the mould 
of true genius* So far is apt and intelligible ; but the 
Poet afterwards, aftuated as it (hould feem by a vague 
defire of exalting his favorite occupation, rather than 
by any clear and diflinfl ideas, goes on to fay how this 
ceftus was produced. His allegory here is neither lu- 
minous nor decent. The Supreme Being, he tells us, 
being in a diviner mood than ufual, retired with Fancy, 
having long been woed by her, (from whom retired? 
for nothing was yet created,) and placed her on his 
throne, fitting with her there alone ; in the mean time 
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mudc was heard from behind the veil ; the fun, (ignl- 
fied by the rich-hair' d youth of morn^ and all the vilible 
creation, flarted into being ; and as the work of crea- 
tion went forward, this magic web, the ceflus, was 
woven : and who after this account, he adds, will now 
dare to afTert his claim to it ? 

It is difHcult to reduce to any thing like a meaning 
this flrange and by no means reverential fi£lion con- 
cerning the Divine Being. Probably the obfcure idea 
that floated in the mind of the Author was this, that 
true Poetry being a reprefentation of Nature, muft 
have its archetype in thofe ideas of the fupreme mind, 
which originally gave birth to Nature ; and therefore, 
that no one fhould attempt it without being converfant 
with the fair and beautiful, the true and perfe6b, both 
in moral ideas, thejhadowy tribes ojmind^ and the pro- 
du6lions of the material world. Some of the feparate 
images are good, as, extatic wonder ^ lijtening the deep ap- 
plauding thunder: and the defcription of the reddence 
of Milton approaches thefublime; though the quaint 



OF MR. WILLIAM COLLIVS* XXV 

cxpreflion of his evening ear is not to be commended*^ 

The Author concludes with exprefling his dcfpair of 

fulfilling, or feeing fulfilled by any future Poet, that 

high idea of the poetical character which he has been 

imprefTing on the mind. 

The Ode on the Death of Colonel Ross is 

in perfeft contrafl with the former. It is flowing, 

tender, and touches all the fprings of fympathetic for- 

row. Every fweet allufion which can footh the hero 

fallen in the bed of honor, is here conjured up with a 

maflerly hand ; and when, from the patriotic ideas of 

freedom, honour, and jufl vengeance over the enemies 

of our country, the Poet by a fudden change in the 

movement reverts to the fituation of the mourning and 

defolated friend, unable to forget the real forrows of 

life in the contemplation of fliadowy glories, 

" If yet in Sorrow's diftant eye 

" Expos'd and pale thou fee'fl him lie, 

" Wild war infulting near ; 

* The tarfoly by ivhoje eyes thofe of Truth ivere madey is the gyt- 
haivk or falcon ; tarjol ov tiercelety being an old term in falconry, 
ufcd to exprefs the males of that fpecies of hawk. 
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the ibul is fbruck, and acknowledges the force of Na- 
ture above the power of lofty figures or fwelling fenti- 
ment. The William mentioned in the poem is the 
hero of CuUodcn, then a fiavorite with the people. 
It is not improbable that in this Ode the Author had in 
view the popular fong of Hofier's Ghoft. The beau- 
tiful little dirge which follows this piece, bears the 
fame relation to it which an elegant vignette does to an 
engraving of full fize. 

The maxim of Horace, Ut piMura poejis, may be 
ftri£ily applied to the firil ftanza of the Ooe to 
Mercy ; for the figures and attitudes are delineated 
fo perfe^y, that a painter has nothing left to do but 
to transfer it to the canvafs* Valour, under the figure 
of an armed youth, fits giafping his fpear with a 
threatening gefture. Mercy, in the chara6ier of a 
bride, (bated befide him, is employed in covering his 
fword with wreaths of flowers ; and by her blandifh- 
ments endeavours to get his fpear out of his hand. 

This Ode, as well as the former, feems to have been 
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wntten juft after the rebellion of 17459 and was'pro- 
bably intended to move pity, poflibly to expreis fym- 
^thy towards the unhappy vidims of an ill-judged and 
abortive attempt, to raife the fortunes of a fallen race. 
He (eems to refer to this tranftent interruption of the 
peace of thele kingdoms, in another piece, where < he 
invokes Concord to return to the ravaged fhorcs of 
Britain. 

To Liberty. The opening of this fpiritcd.Ode 
roules the mind fufceptible of patriotic feelings, as with 
the Ibund of a trumpet. 

" Wkojhall awake the Spartan Jife^ 

*' And call in folemn founds to life ? 
The fubjeft of the Poem is (imilar to that of Thom- 
son's long,- and to fay the truth, rather heavy, com- 
polttion, which bears the fame title. * Its objeft is to 
give a free and rapid (ketch of the various ftates which 
in different ages have poffeffed this ineftimable bleffing. 
Having called up interrogatively the fhades of Sparta 
and Athens, the gigantic republic of Rome is rcpre- 
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fanted under the origmal and ftriking figure of a huge 
ftitue^ whicii after haviz^ ftood the wonder of ages, 
is pulhed frcxn its ha& and broken to pieces at length 
by the rude conquerors of the North. In this place 
the imitative harmony of the following line is much 
to be admired, 

*^ fflth katciejl/imnd a giant JiatueJelL"* 
The various free ilates which arofe out of the ruins, as 
Venice, Florence, &c. are fragments of this great 
ma[s» They are denoted by little charafkeridic circum- 
fiances, hillorical, or pifturefque, which give truth 
and life to the defcription, ytiiin^ Florence; the wU- 
lowed meads of Holland to whom thejlork is dear j he who 
weds in the Adriatic his green-hair' d bride: Jealoiis 
Pifa's olive Jhadei the daring archer , &c. The re- 
mainder of the piece is taken up in complimenting 
Britain upon poflefllng in the fulled manner the afibc- 
tion of the Goddeis. 
" For thou haft made her vales thy lov'd thy laft abode." 

* Perhaps, however^ the hint of the image was caught from 
that in Nebuchadnezzar's dream. 
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Collins has here taken advantage of a tradition, 
that Britain was formerly conne£):ed with the Conti- 
nent ; and of another, lefs known, that in the time of 
the Druids there exifled in Britain a temple facred to 
Liberty. The mde mldjlorm even Nature's /elf con^ 
foundings by which our idand is fuppofed to have been 
feparated, is defcribed with great force and beauty of 
language. It may be ob(erved, however, that the Au- 
thor is obliged to Milton's Comus, for fome of his 
images ; the green navel of our ijle. 

** Within the navel of this hideous wood,*' Comus. 
" And fee like gems her laughing train 
«' The little iflcs on every fide." 
*' That like to rich and various gems inlay 
*' The unadorned bofom of the deep." Comus. 
The hyacinthine locks of the Spartans, though an 
cxpreflion very claffic, has, to an Englifti reader, more 
of (bund than fenfe in it; cfpecially If referred, as it is 
here, to the colour ; yet the magic of numbers is fuch 
that the paflage cannot be read without pleafure, and 
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the iHtdioato the caftont the Spartans Ind of amn- 
gii^ tiKir hair be&rc a ixittk^ b jafl and happy. 

Bcj ulifu l as b this Ode, the phiWbphic reader will 
find nnich to ob^ tou The ideas of Liberty refer- 
ring to ancient Ibtesy are fonned upon tbofe fplendid 
noCiom^ which are imbibed in early youth, and are 
little applicable to the real and pni£^ical principles of 
juft kgiflation. The pmdice of flavery alone com* 
pktely deftroys^ in all thofe ftates who ufed it, all pre- 
tence to the bleflings of fair and equal government ; 
and there exifts no country where the ftem regulations 
of power entered, more than at Sparta, into every 
fcene of private life. The parent could not there ex- 
erciie the (acred and inalienable right of education ; 
nor the hulband enjoy his home. And with regard 
to religious liberty, fo dear to every ingenuous and 
inquiring mind, it was not even thought of in the 
Grecian States. As to Rome, the Author has fallen 
into the anachronifm common to the admirers of anti- 
quity, of confounding the times of the republic with 
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thofe of the empire; in order, by blending the glories 
of each, to delight the imagination with an era more 
&ee than the later, more fplendid than the earlier pe« 
riods of its hiftory ; for furdy that Rome which was 
overthrown by the northern fons offpoU^ had no claim 
to draw down the tears of Freedom at her fall. 

Ode to Evening. As the Engli(h language will 
bear verfe without rhyme in the ten-fyllable Heroic 
meafure, and even poffefles many pieces of that kind 
which are admired for the harmony of their cadence, 
it has been the opinion of many that blank verfe might 
alfo be extended to our Lyric meafures, and feveral at- 
tempts have been made to realize this idea, amongft 
which the Ode to Evening is undoubtedly the mofl beau« 
tifiiL It has more of defcription than any other of 
the Poems of Collins, and the whole of it is highly 
finifhed. The imitative harmony of the following line 
will fcarcely efcape the reader, 

«« . the weak-ey'd bat, 

« With fliort fhrill fliriek flits by on leathern wing •/' 
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nor the exqiufite dcTcriptzon of the gradual approach 
of Evening, 

** And hears their fimple bell, and marks o'er all 

** Their dewy fingers draw 

« The gradual dufky veil." 
His propenfity to the ptnjivt pltafarts ftccet^ which 
pervades all his Poems, appears with much grace in 
this addrefs to Evening, where it peculiarly fuits the 
ibber and quiet chara6ler of that feafon. Butnot- 
withflanding its fuperior merit confidered as a Poem, 
in the chief objeft of its conftruclion this Ode will 
probably be confidered rather as a literary curiofity 
than as a fuccelsful pattern of a ne\v mode of verfifi- 
cation. The imagination indeed is gratified, but the 
car is difappointed ; nor is this merely the eflfeft of 
cuRom. So long as our verfc is conftrufled chiefly 
with iambics, particularly in the clofe of the line, the 
abfence of rhyme will appear a defeft ; but Lyric mea- 
fufes might be formed compofed of da6lyls and ana- 
pxfls, which would probably fuftain therafelves with- 
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out this ornament, by feme thought fb Gothic ; the 
only objeftion to this, and it is to be feared an infupe- 
rable one, is, that our language does not naturally run 
into theie meafures, and the genius of a language can* 
not be forced* Thoie who think no pradice can have 
the flamp of tafle which has not the iandion of the 
antients, will continue to inveigh againfl rhyme ; wri- 
ters, fludious of novelty, will, from time to time, 
make attempts to do without it ; but we may venture 
to pronounce it far from probable, that the mode in 
which the great maflers of Englifh verflfication, from 
Pope to Darwin, have charmed the readers of fuc- 
ceflive generations, (hould be difcovered to be the 
of&pring of taftelefs caprice, or the blind compliance 
with unmeaning cuftom. It is moreover a fa6b, which 
thofe who have tried it will bear witnefs to, that the 
neceflity of labouring the line and turning the ex- 
prefHons frequently in the mind, is favorable to ex- 
cellence ; and, that, whatever might be prefumed to 
the contrary, a thought is oftener condcnfed than di- 
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fated by the neccflRfy of putting it intoriiyine. Our 
GoamBOD blsnk verie is (b cztieindy ofy to compofei 
that it tempts a young author to n^hgencc. The art 
of verification is as efljaitial to the nature of Poetry as 
beauty of thought ; and however difficult it may be to 
bind in rhyme the unwilling phrafe, the Poet ihould 
remember that he caimot hcc himfelf from a chain, 
but by abandoning an ornament. 

To Peace. In reading the Author before us, our 
attention cannot but be attradcd by the frequent re- 
currence of thole fubjecls which indicate a gentlenefs 
of temper and a quick fenlibility to the diflrefles of 
his fellow men. Collins did not ufe the liberal 
breath of Poetry to fan thole flames which confume 
and deftroy mankind ; Peace, Mercy, Pity, thefe are 
the themes he delights to dreis and adorn with all his 
pomp of imslgery ; and his gentle fpirit fccms to have 
been wounded with the contemplation of the mileries 
of hia race. The image of Peace efcaping to the ikies, 
and juft laving her hair from the furious grafp of her 
enemy, is appropriate and beautiful, 
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• tergoqucjugaci 



*' Immincty ei crinemfparfum ctrvicibus adjlatj* 
This Ode was probably written during the war of the 
Auftrian fuccefTion. 

Th£ Manners. That Collins was more fond of 
abfbaft and metaphyfical ideas than of the bufy haunts 
of common life, his works fufficiently evince. It 
muft, therefore, have been in fome moment of difguft 
againA the ufual train of his ideas, that he profefles 
himfelf defirous to abandon the philofophic porch for 
the walks of life ; and fpeculation, for wit and hu- 
mour. We may reafonably conclude, however, that 
with wit and humour as well as with {peculation, his 
acquaintance was formed through books; and that 
when he fpeaks of fludying the Manners, he had only 
laid down his Plato to take up Gil Bias* The fcintiU 
lations of wit are ingenioufly alluded to by, 
<* The jewels in his crifped hair, 
« placed each others beams to fharc.** 
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The icnuik thil the nuneof AmMitr is known only 
to Britain's frvouied iflc, iscakulafted to miflead ; (ince 
finely no ooe will pretend that the tAM^ is peculiar to 
our own country ; and it is of little importance tbat 
the terms do not cxa^y oorrcfpond in difierent lan« 
guages. Le Sage fliould not have been chara^erized 
by the ftory of Blanche^ which, though beautiful, is 
not in his peculiar ftile of excellence, and has more to 
do with the high paflions than with Manners. Indeed 
the fubjeft is not particularly proper for an Ode^ and, 
though not devoid of merit, this is by no means one 
of his moft ftriking pieces. 

The Passions. The conne6Uon of Mufic witl 
Poetry, and their united power over the Paffiohs, has 
been a favorite theme of authors. Dr y d £ n, who ha( 
a mufical ear, and Pops who had none, have botl 
written Odes for St. Cecilia's day. To try his flrengtl 
with thefe great mafters, was an exertion worthy o 
the ambition, and not above the powers of Colli nj 
This Ode to the PafTions may be confidered as the hzf 
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picft produftion of his pen. His art is the more to be 
admited, as he has not, like his predeceilors, taken ad- 
Vantage of a ftory for the bafis of his piece ; but has 
raifed it folcly on an allegorical ficlion of his own. 
The Pafliqns, who had often crowded round the cell 
of Mutic, while fhe fung in early Greece, being once 
upon a time more than ufually affe6led, and railed in- 
to a kind of extafy, fnatched her inftruments which 
hung upon the furrounding myrtles, and produced, 
each of them, a flrain fuitable to the peculiar expnef- 
fion of his chara6);er. The Paflions are thus enume- 
nted in the beautiful lines of Pope, 

** Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleafure's fmiling 
*' train, 

** Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain/* ' 
This divifion is not exaftly followed. Hate is given 
under the different modifications of Anger and Re- 
venge. Fear, with that of Defpair. Jealoufy is in- 
troduced; a paflion compounded of many others. 
Grief is, with the happiefl efFeft, foftened into Me- 
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laBadbcSr. Jcr a p i rr.f i irr'.i^ br Oscxiblnc&; and Lofve^ 
afl- jMj ' wcafj I Lone s cbIt sKodiooDd inddcntally. 
Tbc acader SOT pc^ipB cxpefib firoBi tbe frame of the 
piooe tlaaC aa appsxspsia&e luJL i iiimi rt ihouldfae fbuod 
fiv c v a y paffinn, as in tbc ingcajous paper of Addi- 
toy, in winch cbaraocn aic ic&mbkd to mufical in- 
ftnimcnts. This however is not the cafe. To Some 
of the pafEoDS no pnticalar infbument is afligned. 
Anger and Joy have two, and the horn, though with 
" an altered tone'' is cominon to Mcbncholy and 
Cheerfidneis. The aim of the Poet was rather to dc- 
fcribe them by their manner of playing, than by a 
circumflance which, if extended to every one, might 
have given rather a fonnal air to the Poem, and allied 
it more to wit than to &ncy« In the order in which 
they are brought forward, the fole view (eems to have 
been that they fliould relieve one another ; Melan- 
choly is followed by Cheerfulnefs ; the (bng of Hope 
b broken off by Revenge ; and his movements aie con- 
trafted by thole of Pity. It may perhaps be afls^ed, why 
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Fear is fet in the front of the contefl ; he is defcribed 
however very charafteriftically. He does not pro- 
perly play, he lays his " hand^ bewilder'd, amid the 
*' diOTds," and is ftartlcd at the found he has himfelf 
produced. Anger fwteps the lyre in one rude clajh. 
It is rather a violent fi£^ion to make Defpair play at 
all. So deadening a fenfation hardly leaves room for 
any exertion. The next is truly enchanting. It be- 
gins with a fprightly apoftrophe, 

** BiU thou, Hope, with eyes /o fair. 
Her long, for (he fings as well as plays, is prolong- 
ed at every clofe, and the /oft refponftve voice, at 
which *' Hope enchanted Jmiled, and waved her golden 
*' hair*' is conceived in the happiefl fpirit of allego- 
rical fmcy. The break in the next line has a fine 
efiEb6b ; it feems to (hew Revenge entering like a ftem 
conqueror through a breach : the doubling drum, the 
fword thrown in thunder down, and the ftrained eye- 
ball burfting from the head, mark the charafter with 
its proper ftrcngth ; and we have already obfervcd how 
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well it is contrafted with that of Pity, Jealoufy is 
more feebly drawn, but Melancholy is in his fofteft, 
mellowefl; flile of colouring. She is placed apart from 
the refl, furrounded with fuch appropriate fcenery as 
a penfive mind naturally delights in ; 

" With eyes upraised, as one infpir'd, 
« Pale Melancholy fat retir'd." 
And her notes die away into filence, by foft and imper< 
ceptible gradations, in a cadence much finer than the 
dying dying fall of Pope executed in the fame key. 
Cheerfulnefs is exhibited with a lively group about 
her, the a6lion is animated, and gives much of the 
dramatic to the piece. The Satyrs ztq peeping from their 
alleys green : brown Exercife rejoices ; and Sport leaps 
up andfdzes his heechenfpear. Is it becaufe the na- 
ture of man is lefs formed for rapture, than for mo- 
derate exhilaration, that when the Poet endeavours to 
rife from Cheerfulnefs to Joy, the images are lefs diC* 
tinft, and the effeft lefe forcible ? The unaccounta- 
ble exclufion of Love from the trial has already been 
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noticed ; but furdy, if he was mentioned at all, it 
fhould have been as a principal, and not introduced 
dancing like a Bacchanal in the train of Joy. This is 
what could hardly have been expelled from the deli* 
cate and fentimental Collins. But whether from 
the (hyneis of his difpofition, or fome early difguft, 
or from whatever caufe, certain it is that he has (hewn 
himidf rather unfriendly to the paflion to which the 
greater part of Poets have largely facrificed. In his 
Paflorals there is as little of it as is well confiftent with 
the nature of the compofition, and in another place he 
refers to it only in the way of complaint, 

" Love, only Love, her forcelefs numbers mean." 
It is a tefl of merit, and not a fymptom of defeft 
in this Ode, as has been furmifed by fome critic^ that 
its beauties are brought out by recitation. No compo- 
fition in the language is more admirably adapted to dis- 
play with cQq^ the different modulations of impaflion- 
ed fentiment and imitative harmony, and it is remark- 
able that this is effefled not by a iludlous adaptation of 
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particular mcafiires to the expreffioa of difibrent pa£i 
fioos for the &izie meaiiire is often ufed for oppoiite 
paffions; but by that fkilful mixture of them, by 
thofe graceful cadences and judicious breaks^ and 
founds conveying the tone of feeling to which the 
car of a Poet is his beft guide. The all^qry is Urn* 
ply this, that the art of mufic fupplies the inffau- 
ments, but that the Paffioos alone can make them fpeak 
to the heart ; and the piece concludes with lamenting 
the diflblution of that union which is (aid to have fub- 
fifled in anticnt times between Poetry and Mufic. Of 
the wonderful cSsBs of this union, every one perhaps 
is not prepared to affirm with our Author, " *Tis 
** laid, and I belieoe the tale ;" but every peHbn of 
tafle mufl lament its divorce from Jenfe, and regret, 
that while the Englifh language ofiEers to the com- 
pters of muiic fuch produ^ons as the preceding for 
the bofis of their exertions, the degradation of the pub- 
lic tafte obliges them to prefer for their charming 
flruflure of fweet founds, the flang of Newgate, the 
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vulgarifins of the province, or the lifping prattle of 
the nurfery. \ 

Ode on the Death of Thomson. This piece 
is tender and plaintive, the alluiion to the iColian 
harp, the dajhing oar fufpended to bid his gentle fpirit 
reft, the gradual fading of the fcenery as night ap« 
proaches, are pleadng and pidiurefque circumftances* 
But there is no propriety in calling Thomson a Druid 
or a pilgrim, charaders totally foreign to his own. 
To the fangiiinary and fuperftitious Druid, whofe rites 
were wrapped up in myftery, it was peculiarly impro- 
per to compare a Poet whole religion was iimple as 
truth, fublime as nature, and liberal as the (pirit of 
philofophy. Nature's child is a proper epithet, but 
why tneek Nature* s child* In fliort there is nothing 
charafleriftic of the Author he wifhed to commemo- 
rate, nor does there feem to be any local acquaintance 
with the fcenery, for the church of Richmond is not 
white nor a fpire, nor can it be feen from the river; 
and as to the monument ereded in the lafl verfe to this 
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great Poet, it muft be looked upon in the light of a 
prophecy which is not yet fulfilled. 

There remain two or three (xnaller Poems, among 
which the dirge in Cymbeline deferves to be noticed 
as perfefbly correfponding with the delicacy and fweet- 
ne(s of the play for which it was written as an ac- 
companiment. 

To the Poems which have ufually been publifhed 
as the works of Collins, is now firfl: added. An 

OOE ON THE POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS OF THE 

Highlands of Scotland, which was read by the 
Reverend Dr. Carlyle on the 19th of April, 1784, 
at the royal fociety of Edinburgh. It was infcribed 
to Mr. John Home, and fell into the hands of Dr. 
Carlyle among the papers of a deceaied friend, 
where it lay unregarded till a hint given by Dr. John- 
son in his life of Collins of the exigence of fuch a 
Poem revived the remembrance of it, and after diligent 
iearch it was found in the hand-writing of the Author. 
It feems to have been the £ril rough draught of the 
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Poem; it was written in the year 1749, and probably 
the Author, who died in 1756, never enjoyed fpirits 
fufficient to Hnifh it. Several hemiflichs and words 
left blank have been fupplied by Dr. Carlyle ; and 
the fifth and half of the fixth ftanza by Dr. Macken- 
zie, with fuch art, that if it were not for the inverted 
commas, by which his lines are diftinguifhed, the gar- 
ment would appear without a feam. The cordial youth 
mentioned in the fecond ftanza was a Mr. Barrow, 
• who had been taken prifoner with Mr. Home (both 
of them volunteers at the battle of Falkirk) and then 
refided at Winchefter, where Mr. Collins and Mr. 
Home then were. 

The purport of this Ode is to recommend to the 
Poet of Scotland the popular fuperftitions of his 
country as peculiarly proper for works of imagination. 
Thefe are enumerated with equal tafte and knowledge 
of the fubjeft. The imagination of Collins was 
apt to kindle at whatever bore the iraprels of the 
ilrange, the wild, and efpccially the fupernatural ; no 
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wonder therefore he was ibuck with the tales of I 
fecond fight, the elf-fliot arrows, the ifland of p 
mies, &c. in which the northern part of our ifk 
abounds. The information is chiefly taken h 
Martin's account of St. Kilda. It does not app 
that Collins was ever in Scotland. The hor 
which thofe poflefled of the fecgnd fight arc £ud 
feel often at the vifions they fee, is advantageou 
touched upon 

** How they whole fight fuch dreary dreams < 
" grofe, 
•« With their own vifions oh aftonifh'd droo| 
** When o'er the wat'ry ftrath or quaggy mois 

" They fee the gliding ghofts unbodied troop; 

" They know what fpirit brews the flormful da) 

** And heartlefs oft, like moody madnefs flarcj 
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2^i^rly beautiful. The apparition of the pale and 
^ l>loated corpfe " with drooping willows dreft," (bnd- 
, ing before his wife, reminds us of a fimilar pathetic 
p pafTage in Ceyx and Alcyone*, 

<* Then he perhaps, with moift and wat'ry hand, 

<< Shall fondly fisem to preis her ihudd'ring cheek, 
*' And with his blue fwoln hcc before her ftand, 
" And fhudd'ring cold thefe piteous accents fpeak."t 
The ifland of St. Kilda is marked by a negative cir- 
cumflance highly defcriptive, 

" Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there.** 
But notwith (landing thefe and other ftriking palTages, 
this Ode is for from poffcfling the fpirit and pathos of 
the Ode to Fear. Many of thefe prodigies woven into 
a flory would contribute ftrongly to the effef):, but here 

* Luridus, cxangui iimilis, fine veftibus uUis, 
Conjugis ante torum miferae ftetit : uda videtur 
Barba viri, madidifque gi-avis fluere unda capillis. 

Met am, xi. 

f The blue fwoln face is much fupcrior to the luridui of the 
Latin Poet. 
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tlie Author fpeaks, and the Author has told us at the 
fetting out that he does not believe them. It is how- 
ever a Poem well worth recovering, and does credit 
to Collins, though it is not one of the few on 
which his reputation will more particularly reft. 

The reader, after thus going through the produc- 
tions of Collins, mufl have formed his opinion of 
the powers of the writer. He will be acknowledged 
to poflefs imagination, fweetnels, bold and figurative 
language. His numbers dwell upon the ear, and eafdy 
fix themfelves in the memory. His vein of fentiment 
is by turns tender and lofty, always tinged with a de- 
gree of melancholy, but not pofTeffing any claim to 
originality. His originality conflfts in hir manner ; 
in the highly figurative garb in which he clothes ab-^ 
flraft ideas ; in the felicity of his expreffions ; and 
' his fkill in embodying ideal creations. He had much 
of the myflicifm of Poetry, and fometimes became 
oblcure, by aiming at imprefRons flronger than he had 
clear and well-defined ideas to fupport. Had his life 



OF MR. WILLIAM COLLINS. Xlix 

been prolonged, and with life had he enjoyed that cafe 
and health which is neceffary for the undifturbed 
exercife of the faculties, he would probably have rifen 
hr above moft of his contemporaries. As it was, he 
did not enjoy much of the public favor ; but pofleri- 
ty has done him juftice, and afligned him an honor- 
able rank among thoie of our Poets who are more 
diftinguifhed by excellence than by bulk. 



hmf^ 



ORIENTAL 

ECLOGUES. 



ECLOGUE I. 
SELIM ; OR^ THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 

SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT. 
TIME, THE MORNING. 

r . 
£ Perfian maids, attend your poet's lays, 

id hear how (hepherds pa& their golden days, 

3t all are bleft, whom Fortune's hand fuflains 

'ith wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 

'ell may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 

is virtue makes the blifs, where'er we dwell. 

Thus Sclim fung, by hcred Truth iitfpir'd ; 
)r praife, but fuch as Truth beftow'd, defir'd : 

B 2 



selim; ok. 



Wife in himfelf, his meaning longs convey'd 
Informing morals to the fhcpherd maid ; 
Or Uught the fwains that fureft blifs to find, 
What groves nor ftreaim beftow, a viituous mind. 

When fweet and bluihing, like a virgin bride. 
The radiant mom refum'd her orient pride, 
When wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fWeets away ; 
By Tigris' wanderifig waves he fat, and fung 
This afeful leflbn for the fiaiir and young. 

Ye Perfian dames, he (aid, to you belong. 
Well may they pleafe, the morals of my fong: 
No fairer maids, I truf^ than you are found, 
Grac-d with foft arts, the peopled world around ! 



THE SHEPHKRD's MORAL. 

The mom that lights you, to your loves fuppUes 
Each gentler itty delicious to your ^es : 
For you thofe flowers her fragrant hands beflx>w, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not thefe, all beauteous as they are. 
The bed kind bleflings heaven can grant the h\r ! 
Who truft alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
Boaft but the worth Baflbra's pearls difplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their fur&ce bright. 
But, dark within, they drink no luflrous light : 
Such are the maids, and fiich the charms they boaft, 
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
£elf-fiattering lex ! your hearts believe in vain 
That love (hall blind when, once he fixes the Twain ; 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As fpots on ermin beautify the (kin : 



o selim; OKy 

Who feeks fecure to rule, be firft her care 
Each fofter virtue that adonis the £ur ; 
Each tender paffion man delights to find. 
The lov'd perfections of a female mind ! 

Blefl were the days when wiidom held her reign, 
And fhepherds fought her on the filent plain ; 
With Truth fhe wedded in the fecret grove, 
Immortal Truth, and daughters blefs'd their love. 

O hafte, hk maids ! ye Virtues, come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way I 
The balmy fhrub, for you fliall love our fhore^ 
By Ind excelPd or Araby no more* 

Loft to our fields, for Qy the Fates ordain. 
The dear deferters fliall return again. 



THE S^EPHEKO'S MORAL. «jf 

Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid fprings are clear, 

To lead the train, fweet Modefty appear : 

Here make thy: court amidfl our rural fcene, 

And ftiepherd-girls fliall own thee for their queen. 

With thee be Chaftity, of all afraid, 

DiOxufling all, a wife, fufpicious maid ; 

But Man the moft — n6t more the mountain doe 

Holds the fwift falcon for her deadly foe. 

Cold is her breafl, like flowers that drink the dew ; 

A filken veil conceals her from the view. 

No wild defires amidfl thy train be known, 

But Faith, whofe heart is fix'd on one alone : 

Defponding Meeknefs, with her down-caft eyes. 

And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; 

And Love, the laft : by thefe your hearts approve, 

Thefe are the virtues that mufl lead to love. 



TbxB fixz^ the fwain ; and mcient kgends (ay. 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains^ the Virtues came along. 
The (bepherds knr'd, and Sdim fakCs'd his fong. 



E C L O G U E II. 
HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL-DltlVBRi 

' ^CENE, THE DESERT* 
TIME, MID-DAY. 

J.N filent horror o'er the boundlds wafie 
The driver Haflkn with his camels paft ; 
One cruiie of water on his back he bore. 
And his light fcrip contain'd a fcanty flore ; 
A ^Ein of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his (haded face from fcorching (and. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle fky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beaib, with pain, their dufly way purfue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 



lO HAttAK; Olt» 

With defpente know wM, tk' affiightcd man 
Thrioe fi^'d, thrice ftnick his brcaft, and thus began: 
^ Sad tvas the hour, and Inckkfe wai the day, 
« When firft from Schiiaz* walls I bent my way !" 

Ah ! little thought I of the blalling wind. 
The thirft or pinching hunger that I find I ] 

Bethink thee^ Haflan, where ihall thirft afTw:^ 
When hih this cruiie^ his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon (hall this fcrip its precious load refign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger ihall be thine ? 

Ye mute companions of my toils^ that bear 
In all my griefe a more than equal fhare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmurs bteak away. 
Or mo&-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 



THE CAMBL-ORIVER* ft 

In vain.ye hope the green delights to know. 
Which plains more bleft, or venknt vales beftow : 
Here rocks akme^ and tafleleis iands are found. 
And £unt and (ickly winds for ever howl aromuL 
^' Sad was the hour, and luckleis was the day, 
** When firft from Schiraz* walls I bent my way !** 

Curd be the gold and (ilver which perfuade 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade ! 
The lily peace outfhines the (ilver ftore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'er the defert brown. 
To every diftant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea ; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah ! why was ruin fo attradive made. 
Or why fond man fo eafily betrayed ? 



It rauak; oh, 

Why heed mve not, while mad we haAe aloi^ 
The gentle voice of peace, . or pkafixre's fimg ? 
Or wherefore think the flowiny mountain's Mt, 
The fountain's atmmin, and the valley's prid^ 
Why think we thefe lels pleafing to behold. 
Than dreary deferts, if they lead to gold ? 

*^ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
«( When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !' 

O ceaie, my fears !-«aU frantic as I go^ 
When thought creates unnumber'd fcenes of woe. 
What if the lion in his rage I meet !— 
Oft in the duft I view his printed feet : 
And fearful I oh^ when day's dec^nhig light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he fcours:the groaning plain. 
Gaunt wolves and &illen tigers in his train : 



THE. CAMEL-DRIVER. t| 

Before them Death with (hrieks dtre6b thdr way, 
Fills the wild ydl, and leads them to their ftcf* 
^ Sod vras the hoot, and luckleft was the day, 
*^ When firft ftom SchinuV walls I bent my way {'^ 

At that dead hour the (ilent afp (hall creep. 
If aught of reft I find, upon my fleep : 
Or ibme fwoln ferpent twiH his fcales around. 
And wake to angulfh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife contented poor, 
From lufl of wealth, and dread of death fecure ! 
They tempt no deferts, and no griefs they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. • 
<< Sad was the hour, and lucklefi was the day, 
«« When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !" 



14 HASSAN, &C« 

O haplefi youth ! for {he thy love hath won, 
The tender Zan will be moft undone! 
Big fwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When fail fhe dropt her tears^ as thus (he laid : 
'* Farewell the youth whom (ighs could not detain, 
** Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 
<' Yet as thou go'ft, may every blafl arife 
'^ Weak and unfelt as the& reje6ied fighs ! 
<' Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'fl thou fee, 
<' No grie& endure^ nor weep, falie youth, like me." 
O let me kfdy to the fair xetum. 
Say, with a kiis, Ihe muft not, fhall not mourn ; 
O ! let me teach my heart to loie its fears, 
RecaU*d by Wifdom's voice, and Zara's tears. A 

He faid, and callM on heaven to blefs the day, 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 




ECLOGUE III. 

ABRA ; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

SCENE, A F01LE8T. t 

TIME, THE EVENING. 

JLn Georgia's land, wliere Tefflis' towers are feen, 
In diftant view along the level green» 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade, 
And the tall fcneils c^ft a longer (hade. 
What time 'tis fweet o'er fields of rice to ftray. 
Or fcent the bieathing maize at fetting day ; 
Amidft the maids of Zagcn's peaceful grove, 
Emyra fung the pleafing cares of love. 



i6 abra; oR| 

Of Abn firft began the tender ftraint 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain : 
At mom fhe came thofe willing flocks to lead. 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead ; 
From early dawn the live-long hours ihe told. 
Till late at fdenteve fhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove^ beneath the fecret (hade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers fhe made : 
*Gay-niotley'd pinks and fweet jonquils fhe chofe^ 
The violet blue that on the mols-bank grows ; 
All-fweet to fenfey the flaunting rofe was there: 
The flnifli'd chaplet weU-adom'd her hain 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated mom to fbay^ 
By love conduflsd from the chace away ; 

* Thefe flowers are found in very great abundance in fome 
the provinces of Perfia. 



THE GEQ&eiAM 'SOLTANA. l<]r 

Among the vocal valiss he heard her fong, 
And Ibught the vales and echoing groves among t ' 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarchy and with fear obey'd* 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov*d, 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd." 

The royal lover bore her from the plain ; 
Yet ftill her crook and bleating flock remain : 
Oft as (he went, (he backward tum'd her view^ 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu* 
Fair happy maid ! to other fcenes remove, 
To richer fcehes of golden power and love ! 
Go leive the Ample pipe, and fhepherd's (train ; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign* ' 



i8 abra; 0&9 

<< Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
*' And every Geoi^ian maid like Abra lov'd !'* 

Yet midft the blaze o£ courts fhe fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain, or the fhady grove ; 
Still with the (hepherd's innocence her mind 
To the fweet vale, and flowery mead inclin'd ; 
And oft as Spring renew'd the plains with flowers, 
Breath'd: his foft gales, and led the fragrant hours, 
With fure return (he (ought the fylran fcene^ 
The breezy mountains, and the forefls green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 
Some fimple lay, of flocks and herds they ^ng ; 
With joy the mountain, and the ibreft rung* 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov*d !'* 



ECLOGUE IV. 

AGIB AND SECANDER ; OR, THE FUGITIVES* 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCA88IA. 
TIME, MIDNIGHT. 

JLN iair Circaffia, where, to love inclined, 
Kach fwain was bled, for every maid was kind s 
^t that ftill hour, when awful midnight reigns^ 
JVnd none but wretches haunt the twilight plains ; 
'What time the Moon had hung her lamp on high. 
And paft in radiance thro' the cloudleis (ky ; 
Sad o'er the dews, two brother ihepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and defperate forrow led : 
Faft as they preil their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravag'd plains, and valUes ftole away. 



22 AOIB AND SECANDER ; 

Along the mountain's bending iides they ran, 
'Till faint and wteak Sedander thtis began : 

O (by thee, Agib, for my feet deny^ 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and furvey, 
Trace our &d. flight thro' all its Iq^glth of vny I 
And firft review, that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves^ already pad with pain ! 
Yon ragged cliff, whofe dangerous |Hith we tried i 
And laft this lofty mbuntaih'^ weary fide I 

AGIB, ' 

Weak as thou art, yet hapleis mufl: thou know 
The toils of flight, or fome feverer woe ! 
Still as I hafte, tlie Tartar fhouts behind, 
And fhrieks and fbrrows load the faddening wind: 



OR, tHE tXXGiriVtti» 2J3 

In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaib ofur hiarvidb, and delbntas our land. 
Yon citron grove^ Whence firfK in fear we came,. 
Droops its fair iiononrs to the cbnquerihg flame: . 
Far fly the fwains, like us, in deep de^air, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care* 

SSCANDER. 

Unhappy land, whole bleflings tempt the fword, 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ft thy P«rfian low! ! 
In vain thou court'fl: him, helpkfs, to thme aidj 
To fliidd the fhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far of^ in thoughtl/eis indolence rdign'd. 
Soft dreams of love and pleafure footh his mind, 
'Midfl: fair fldtanas loft in idle joy. 
No wars alarm him, and no ftars arinoy. 



r04 AGia AHD SECANDB»; 

ACtB. 

Yet thefe green hills, in Summer's fiiltiy heat, : 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the fight is Zabmn's flowery plain. 
And once by maids and fhepherds lovM in vain ! 
No more the virgins ihall delight tarove 
By Sargb' banks, or Jrwan's {hady grove ; 
OnTarkie's mountain catch the cooling gal^ 
Or breathe the fweets of Aly's flowery vale : 
Fair fcenes ! but, ah ! no more with peace poflefl^ 
With eafe alluring, and with plenty bleft. 
No npre the fhepherds' whitening tents appear. 
Nor tne kind produ8s of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date, with fiiowy bloflbms crown'd! 
But Ruin fpreads her baleful flres around^ 



.Oi} THB FVCITIVSU Mi 

SSCANDB&. 

9 I^n vain Circaifia boafts her fpicy grovte% ' 
For ever fam'd for. pure and ha|^y Ibves : 
In vain {he boafts her fairef): of the fair, 

r Their eye's blue languifh, and their golden hair ! 
Thoie eyes in tears their fruitlefi grief muft fend s 
Thofe hairs the Tartar's cnid hand (hall rend. 

AGIB. 

Xe Georgian fwains, that piteous learn from br 
Circaflia's ruin, and the wafte of war ; 
Some weightier arms than crooks and fta& prepare^ 
To fliield your harvefts, and defend your fair : 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, 
Fix'd to deflroy, and fteadfaft to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native delerts bred, 
By luft incited, or by malice led, 



The villain Arab, as h^pt&^h for prey, 

Oft marks %ritb blood and Wafting flamtt llie way i 

Yet none fo^croel as tbe Tartar fbe, 

To death inur^ and nurft in fceaesof woe*. 

He laid v when loud along the yak was heard 
A (hriller fihriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 
Th'af&ighted fhepherds.thro' the dews of night, 
Wide O'er the moon-light hills renev/d their flight. 



ODES 

DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 



ODE TO PITY. 

\J Thou, thcfrknd of man affigh'd, 
With bahny hands his wounds to bind. 

And charm his frantic woe; 
When firf): Diftrefs, with dagger keen, 
Broke forth to wafte his deftin'd fcene^ 

His wild un&ted foe ! 

By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 

By all the griefe his thought could firame^ 

Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy fky-wom robes of tendered blae^ 

And eyes of dewy light! 



30 ODE TO PITY. 

But wherefore need I wander wide 

To old Iliffus* difbiit fide^ • ! C c 

Deferted flream, and mute ? 
Wild Arun * too' lias heaord thy ftrstoi^ ■ i 
And Echo, 'midfb my hiAive plains, 

Been footh'd by Pity's lute. 

f f •• 

There firft the wren thy myrtles flicd 
On gentlefl Otway's infant head. 

To him thy cell was fhewn ; 
And while he fung the female heart. 
With youth's loft notes un^oil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. 

' *'AiiiveriaSitirer« 



Q9B TO f IfX«* JV 



Come, Pity, come, by fimcy's aidf 
£v'n now my thdugfats, rektitiiig^ miid^ 

Thy temple's pride defign £ 
Its fouthem fite, its truth coihpkttt. 
Shall raife a wild enthufiaA heat, 
In all who view the (hrine. 

There Pifture's toil fhall well relate, 
How chance, or hard involving fate 

O'er mortal Wife prevail : 
The bufkin'd Mufe fliall near her (land, 
And Hghing prompt her tender hand. 

With each difaftrous tale. 

There let me oft, retir*d by day, 
In dreams of paffion melt away. 



gZ OOI TO riTY. 

Allowed with thee to dwell : 
There wafte the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, Virgin, thou again delight 

To hear a Britifh iheli ! 



ODE TO FJEAR. 

L H O U, to whom the world unknown 
''ith all its fhadowy fliapes is fhewn ; 
'^ho feeft appall'd th' unreal fcene, 
''hile Fancy lifts the veil between : 

Ah Fear ! ah frantic Fear ! 

I fee, I fee thee near* 
know thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye i 
ke thee I dart, like thee diforder'd fly, 

For, lo ! what monflers in thy train appear ! 
anger, whofe limbs of giant mold 
'^hat mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
^ho fbdks his round, an hideous £Drm, 
owling amidft the midnight florm ; 



34 ODE TO FEAE. 

Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 
Of fome logfe hanging rock to deep : • 
And with him thou(and phantoms join'd. 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thofe, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks preilde ; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening Brood of hte^ 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait ; 
Who, Fear, this ghalUy train can fee, 
And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

epode; 
In earliefl Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 

The grief-full Mule addieft her infant tongue ; 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 

Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 



ODE TO FBAR» 35 

et he, the Bard * who firfl invok'd thy name, 
Dildain'd in Marathon its power to feel : 

or not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's fleel. 

»ut who is he, whom later garlands grace. 
Who left a-while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 

V^ith trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace. 
Where thou and Furies fhar'd the baleful grove ? 

Vrapt in thy cloudy veil th' incefluous Queen f 
Sigh'd the fad call her fon and hulband heard, 

Vhen once alone it broke the filent fcene^ 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd* 

♦ iEfchylus. f Jocafta. 



36 ODE TO FEAR* 

O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart, - 
Thy withering power infpir'd each mourbfiiL]! 

Tho* gentle Pity claim her mingled part, ^'^^ 

Yet all the thunders of the fcenes are thine I- ^- 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou who fuch weary lengths haft paft. 

Where wilt thou reft, mad Nymph, at laff ? 

Say, wilt thou fhroud in haunted cell, 

Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell? 

Or in fome hallow'd feat, 

'Gainft which the big waves beat. 

Hear drowning feamens' cries in tempefis broughl 

Dark power, with (huddering meek fubmitted thoi 

fie mine, to read the vidons old, 

Which thy awakening bards have told. 



Pe^c^ 







/detf'^i^/ H^4^r^ m*'^y rTittfu Aw/, "^ 



ODE TO fear; 37 



And, left thou meet my blafted view, 
Hold each ftrange tale devoutly true ; 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-aw'd, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghofls, a^ cottage-maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or flood, ^he walks of men I 

O thou whofe fpirit moft pofTefl 
The facred feat of Shakfpeare's breafl ! 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions fpoke ! 
Hither again thy fury deal. 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee. 



ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 

O THOU by Nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and fwcetly ftrong : 

Who firft on mountains wild. 

In Fancy, lovelieft child, 
Thy babe, and Pleafure's, nurs'd the powers of fong 

Thou, who with hermit heart 

Difdain'ft the wealth of art. 
And ^uds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall : 

But com'fl a decent maid, 

In Attic robe array'd, 
O chafte, unboaftful nymph, to thee I call ! 



ODE TO SIMFLlCiTn §^ 

By all the honey'd ftorc 

On Hybla's thymy (hore^ 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear, 

By her, whofe love-lorn woe, 

In evening muiings flow, 
Sooth'd fwccdy &d Eleftra's poet's ear : 

By old Cephifus deep, 

Who ^read his wavy iweep 
In warbled wanderings round thy green retreat. 

On whofe enamel'd fide. 

When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 



40 jOOX TO SIMPLICITY* 

O fiftcr meek of Tnith, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy fober aid and iiative charms infule ! 

The flowers that fweetell breathe^ 

Tho* beauty cull'd the wreath. 
Still afk thy hand to range their order'd hues. 

While Rome could none efteem. 

But virtue's patriot theme, 
You lov'd her hills, and led her laureate band; 

But (laid to fing alone 

To one diflinguifh'd throne, 
And tum'd thy face, and fled her altered land* 



ODE TO SlMriflClTY. 4I. 

No more, in hall or bpwer, 

The paflions own thy power. 
Love, only love her £orcele& numbers mean : 

For thou h^ left her ihrinei 

Nor olive more, nor vine, 
Shall gain thy feet to bleis the fervile fcene* 

Tho' tafte, tho* genius, blefs 

To fome divine excels, 
Faint's the cold work till thou infpire the whole: 

What each, what all fupply, 

May court, may charm our eye. 
Thou, only thou (jan*ft raife the meeting foul ! 



4< 6DE to SIM^LlCITt. 

Of thefe let others afk, 

To aid fome mighty tafk, 
I only feck to find thy temperate vale ; 

Where oft my reed might found, 

To maids and (hepherds round, 
And all thy jRms, O Natun;, learn my tale* 



ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

XA. S once, if not with light regard, 
I read aright that gifted Bard, 
(Him whofe fchool above the reft 
His lovelieft Elfin queen has bleft) 
One, only one, unrival'd hir *, 
Might hope the magic girdle wear. 
At folemn tumey hung on high. 
The wifli t>f each love-darting eye ; 

Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied. 
As if, in air unieen, fome hovering hand, 

Some chafte and angel-friend to virgin-faime, 

With whifper'd fpcU had burft the ftarting band, 

* FlorimcU Sec Spcnfcr, Leg 4th. 
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It left unbleft her loath'd difhonour'd fide; 
Happier hopelefii fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 

Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied ! 

Young Fancy thu^ to me divineft name^ 

To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven^ 
The cefl of ampkft power is given. 
To few the god-like gift afflgns, 
To gird their bleft prophetic loins. 
And gaze her vifions wild, and fed unmix'd her flax 
The band, as fciiry legends fay, 
Was wove on that creating day, 
When he, who call'd with thought to bhth 
Yon tented fky, this laughing earth, 
And dreft with fprings, and forefis tall. 
And pour'd the main engirting all. 
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Long by the lov'd £nthu(iaft woo'd ^• 

Himfelf in fome diviner mood^ 

Retiring, fate with her alone, 

And plac'd her on his fiipphire throne. 

The whiles, the vaulted (brine around, 

Seraphic wires were heard to found, 

Now fublimeft triumph fwelling ; 

Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And (he, from out the veiling cloud, 

Breath'd her magic hotes aloud : 

And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of mom, 

And all thy fubje6i life was born ! 

The dangerous padions kept aloof, 

Far from the (ainted growing woof: 

But near it (ate ecftatic Wonder, 

Lidening the deep applauding thunder : 
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And Truth, in funny vcft mxay'd. 

By whofe the TarfePs eyes were made ; 

And the (hadowy tribes of Mind, 

In braided dance their murmiirs join'd. 

And all the bright uncounted Powers, 

Who feed on heaven's ambrbful powers. 

Where is the Bard, whofe foul can now 

Its high prefuming hopes avow ? 

Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 

This hallow'd work for him dedgn'd ? 

High on fome cliff, to heaven up-pil'd, 
Of rude acceis, of profpe6): wild, 
Where, tangled round the jealous fleep, 
Strange (hades o'erbrow the vallies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, iu fprings unlock. 
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While on its rich ambitious head, 
An Eden, like his own, lies fpread, 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among, 
By which as Milton lay, his evenmg car, . \ 

From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew. 
Nigh fpher'd in heaven its native ftrains could hear;. 
On which that ancient trump he reached was hung ; 
Thither oft his glory gi^eeting, 
From Waller's myrtle fhades retreating, •« 

With many a vow from Hope's afpiring tongue. 
My trembling feet his guiding fleps purfue ; 
In vain — Such blils to one alone, 
Of all the fons of foul was known. 
And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powers. 
Have now o'erturn'd th' infpiring bowers, 
Or curtain'd clofe fuch fcene from every future view. 



O D E, 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCXtVl. 



He 



Low fleep the brave, who (ink tareft, 
By all their country's wifhes blcft ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 
She there fliall drefs a fweeter fbd. 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms un(een their dirge is fung : 
There Honour comes, a pilgri^n grey. 
To blefs the turf that wraps their clay. 
And Freedom (hall a-while repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 



-ff*?*#^ 




Jtf^^ ^ TrJUftikimt Jt^. 
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ODE. TO MERCY. 

STROPHE. 

O THOUj Who fit*ft a finiling bride 

By Valour's arm'd and aweful fide, 
Centleft of fky*bom fbnns, and bed ador'd : 

Who oft with ibngs^ divine to hear, 

Win'ft from his fatal grafp the fpear^ 
And hid'fl in wreaths of flowers his bloodlels fword ! 

Thou who, amidft the deathful Held, 

By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
Oft with thy bofom bare art founds 
Pleading for him the youth who (inks to ground: 

See Mercy, (be, with pure and loaded hands, 

Before thy fhrine my country's genius ftands. 
And decks thy altar ftill, tho' pierc'd with many a 
wound ! 

E 
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ANTISTROPHE. 

When he whom even our joys provoke, 

The Fiend of Nature join'd his yoke^ 
And rufh'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey ; 

Thy form, from out thy fweet abode, 

Overtook him on his bladed road, 
And flopp'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away* 

I fee recoil his fable deeds, 

That bore him fwift to &vage deeds, 
Thy tender melting eyes they own ; 
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain ihown, 

Where Jufticc bars her iron tower, 

To thee we build a rofeatc bower. 
Thou, thou (halt rule our queen, and ihare ou 
monarch's throne! 



ODE TO LIBERTY. 

' STROPHlt* 

W H O fhall awake the Spartan fife, 
And call in ibleihn founds to life 
The youths, whofe locks divinely fpreading, 

Like vernal hyacinths in fuUen hue, • 
At once the breath of fear and virtue fhedding. 
Applauding Freedom lov*d ot old to view ? 
What new Alcxus, fancy-blcft, 
Shall iing the fword, in myrtles dreft, 
At Wifdom's ftirine a-while its flame cdncealing, 
(What place fo fit to feal a deed renown'd ?) 

Till fhe her brighteft lightnings round revealing^ 
It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted wound! 

E 2 
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O Goddds, in that feeling hour, 
When moft its (bunds would court thy ears^ 

Let not my (hell's mifguided power. 
E'er draw thy fad, thy mindful tears. 

No, Freedom, no^ I will not tell. 
How Rome, before thy weeping &ce^ 

With heavieft found, a giant-ftatue, fell, 
Pufh'd by a wild and artle& race, 
From off its wide ambitious bafe, 
When Time his northern fons of (poil awoke^ 
And all the blended work of flrength and grac 
With many a rude rq>eated llroke. 
And many a baibarousyell, to thouiand fragments!: 

EF0J3E. 
2. 

Yet even, where'er the leaft appear'd, 
Th' admiring world thy hand revcr'd ; 
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Still, 'midft the fcatter'd (btes around, 
Some remnants of her fbength were found ; 
They (aw, by what efcap'd the ftorm^ 
How wpnderous rofe her perfed form, 
How in the great, the labour'd whole, 
Each mighty mafler pour'd his ibul ; 
For funny Florence, (eat of art. 
Beneath her vines preferv'd a part. 
Till they, whom Science lov'd to name, 
(O who could fear it ?) quench'd her flame. 
And lo, an humbler rdic laid 
In jealous Fifa's olive ihade ! 
See (mall Marino joins the theme, 
Tho' leafl, not laft in thy efteem ; 
. Strike, louder ftrike th* ennobling firings 
To thofc, whofe merchant fons were kings; 
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To lum, who, deck'd with pearly piide, 
In Adria weds his green-hair'd bride ; 
Hail, port pf glory^ wealth, and plcafure, 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian ineaiure : 
Nor e'er her former pride relate, 
To fad Liguria's bleeding ftate. 
Ah no ! more pleas'd thy haunts I ieek. 
On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak : 
(Where, when the favoured of thy choice, 
The daring archer heard thy voice ; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread. 
The ravening Eagle northwauxi fled.) 
Or dwell in willow'd meads more near, 
With thofc ♦ to whom thy Stork is dear : 

* The Dutch, amongft whom there are very fevcrc penalties for 
thofe who are convidled of killing this bird. They are kept tame 
in almoft all their towns, and paiticularly at the Hague, of the 
arms of which they make a part. The common people of HoU 
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Thofe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd, 
Whole crown a Britllh queen refus'd, 
. The magic works, thou SecVd the ftrain^ 
One holier name alone remains ; 
The perfcft fpell Ihall then avail, 
Hail Nymph, ador*d by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond the meafure vafl of thought, 

The works, the wizzard Time has wrought ! 

The Gaul, 'tis held of antique ftory. 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverfe flrand *, 

No fea between, nor cliff fublime and hoary. 
He pafs'd with unwet feet thro* all our land. 

land are {aid to entertain a fuperilitious fentiment, that if the 
whole fpecies of them (hould become extin£t, they fliould lofe 
their libeities. 

* This tradition is mentioned by feveral of our old hiftorlans. 
Some naturaliils too have endeavoured to fupport the probability 
of the fa£t, by arguments drawn from the correfpondent difpofi* 
tion ^f the two oppofite coafts. 



5|b OBB TO LIBBBTT. 

To tbe bfewB Bsddc tfacs, thcj &y, 
Tbc w^ mrcs Ibinid j nn th c r way, 
Wlsss Ores bowis^ kb iBttffli mounuiiis roundin] 

Till all the bonkd weft at onoe 'gMn rife, 
A wide wild Suxm cvtsk NatureTs felf coofbunding, 
Withering her ^jaaA Sam with ftru^ uncouth fu 

priiic. 
This pillard cvth lb firm and widc^ 

By winds and inward LAMars torn. 
In thunder's dread was pufhM afide. 

And down the (houldering hillovrs bom. 
And fee, like gems, her laughing train, 
The little ides on every fide, 
Mona •, once hid from thofe who fearch the main. 
Where thou(and Elfin (hapes abide, 

* There is a tradition in the Ifle of Man, that a mermaid 
conning enamoured of a young man of eztraordtoary beauty, t 
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And Wight who checks the wcftering tide, 
For thec'coofcnting heaven has each beftow'd,' 

A fiair attendant on her fovcrcign pride : 
To thee this bkft divorce fhe 6w*d, 

For thou haft made her vales thy-lov'd, thy laft abode ! 

' SECOND EPODB. 

Then too, 'tis (aid, an hoary pile, 

'Midft the green navel of our ifle^ 

Thy {hrine in feme religious wood, 

O foul-enforcing Goddeis, ftood I 

There oft the painted native's feet 

Were wont thy form cclefti^ meet: 

an opportunity of meeting hhn (me day as lie walked on the ihore, 
and opened her paffion to him, but was received with a coldnefs, 
occadoned by his horror and iurprize at her appearance. This 
however was fo mifconftrued by the fea.lady, that in revenge for 
his treatment of her, ihe punilhed the whole ifland, by covering 
it with a mift, fo that all who attempted to carry on any com* 
merce with it, cither never arrived at it, but wandered up and 
down the fea, or were on a fudden wrecked upon its cliff's. 



5« 
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Tho' now with hopdcb toil we traoe^ 
Time's faackwud roUa^ to find its place \ 
Whether the fiery^trefifed Dine, 
Or Roman's felf o'ertum'd the fime^ 
Or in what heaven-kft age it fell, 
Twere hard for modem (bng to telL 
Yet ftill, if truth thofe beams infufe. 
Which guide at once, and charm the Mi 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie. 
Paving the light embroider'd iky : 
Aroidft the bright pavilion'd plains, 
The beauteous model ftill remains. 
There happier than in iflands blefl. 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe dreft. 
The chiefs who fill our Albion*s flory, 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory, 



I 



I 
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Hear their conlbrted Druids (Ing 
Their triumphs to th* immortal ftring. . 

How may the pocsb now unfold. 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn delighted, and amaz'd, 
What hands unknown that hhric raised ? 
Even now, before his favour'd eyes, 
In Gothic pride it ieems to rife! 
Yet Grccia's graceful orders join, 
Majeflic thro' the mix'd deiign ; 
The fecret builder knew to chufe, 
Each fphere found gem of richeft hues : 
Whatever heaven's purer mold contains, 
When nearer funs emblaze it$ veins : 



6 ODB TO LIBBKTT. 

There on tbe walls the Frtriol^ fight 
May ever hang wkhfineihddiglity - 
Andy gnv*d with iboie pn^hetic rage^ 
Read Albion's fiune thro* every age. 

Ye forms divine, ye laureate hand. 
That near her inmoft altar ftand! 
Now (both her, to her hli&ful train. 
Blithe Concord's ibcial form to gain : 
Concord, whofe myrtle wand can deep 
Even Anger's blood-fhot eyes in dfctp : 
Before whofe breathing bofom's balm. 
Rage drops his fied, and iiorms grow calm ; 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd fhore, 



ODB TO LIBERTY. 6t 

Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 

Play with the tangles of her hair, 

Till, in one loud applauding found. 

The nations (hout to her around, J ^ ' > . 

O how fuprcmely art thou bleft, 

Thou, Lady, thou (halt rule the wefl ! 



ODE, 

TOALADT, OK THE DEATH OF COLONEL CHARLES 
ROSS, IN THE ACTION AT FONTENOY. 

WRITTEN MAY MDCCXLV, 

Wh I L E, loft to all his fonner mirth, 
Britannia's genius bends to earth. 

And mourns the htal day : 
While ftain*d with blood he ftrivcs to tear 
Unfecmly from his fea-green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May : 

The thoughts which mufing pity pays, 
And fond reznembrance loves to raife, 



Your feithfiil hours attiend : 
Still Fancy, to herfidf unkind, 
Awakes to grief the Ibften'd mind, 

And points the bleeding fr^d» 

By rapid Scheld's defcending wave 

His country's vows (hall blels the grave, ' ' 

Where'er the youth is laid : 
That facred fpot the village hind 
With every fweeteft turf (hall bind* 

And Peace proted the (hade* 

O'er him, whofe doom thy virtues grieve, 
Aerial forms (hall fit at eve^ 



f OOB OM THB DEATH OF 

And bend the penEve lieid ! 
Andy ftUen to iavc bis injured bmd^ 
Impcriil Hocoiu's awdiil famd 

Shdl point his londy bed ! 

Tbe wiriike dad of every age, 
Wbo fill the &ir icconfing page. 

Shall leave their £untcd reft : 
And, half-rDclinii^ on his (jpear. 
Each wondering chief by turns appear, 

To hail the blooming gueft. 

Old Edward's fons, unknown to yidd. 
Shall croud from Crefify's laurell'd field, 



COLOMKL CtlAkLKS ROSS. 6^ 

And gaze with fix'd delight : 
Again for Britain's wrongs they feel. 
Again they fnatch the gleamy fted, 

And wifh th' avenging fight. 

But lo, where, funk in deep defpair. 
Her garments torn, her bofom bare, 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tre(fes madly fpread, 
To every fod which wraps the dead, 

She turns her joylefs eyes* 

Ne'er (hall (he le^ve that lowly ground, 
Till notes pf triumph burfting round. 
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Proclaim her rdgn reftor'dt 
TiU William ittk the &d vdtn^ 
And bleeding at her fiiciied ftet, 

Prefent the fitted fworcU 

If, weak to iboth lb foft an heart, 
Thefe pi^r'd glories nought impart. 

To dry thy conftant tear: 
If yet, in Sorrow's diftant eye^ 
Expos'd and pale thou &t& him lie, 

Wild war infulting near : 

Where'er Iiom time thou coort'ft relief, 
The Mufe Ihall ftill, with (bcial grief. 
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Her g^tleft promife keep : 
Even humble Harting's cottag'd vale, 
Shall learn the fad repeated tale, 

And bid her fhepherds weep. 
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ODE TO EVENING. 

X F aught of oaten flop, or paftoral fbng, 
May hope, chafte Eve, to footh thy modeft ear. 

Like thy own folemn fprings, 

Thy fprings, and dying gales. 

Q Nymph referv'd, while now the bright hair'd fun 
Sits in yon weflem tent, whofe cloudy (kirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 
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ow air is hulh'd, fave where the wcak-ey'd bat, ■ 
^ith fhort fhrilFfliriek' flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the bebl^e winds 

His fmall but fullcn horn : 



s oft he rifes 'midft the twilight pa*h, " 

gainfi tile pilgrim' bdme in heedlefi huin : 

Now teach me, Maid compos'd, 

To breathe fome foften'd fttain, 

'^hofe numbers ftealing thro' thy dark'ning vale, 
ay not unfeemly with its ftillne&fuit, 

As mufing flow, I hail . . 

Thy genial lov'd return I 



> 
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For yrhen thy fddiog-ilhr arifuig {ktm$ 
His paly circlet, at his waraing lamp 

The fragrant Hours, and Elvea 

Who flept in buds the day^ 

And many a Nymph who wrpathes her brows wkh ledger 
And (heds the fre£heDing dew, and lovelier ftill| 

The penfive Pleafures fweet 

Prepare thy (badowy car. 

Then let me rove ibme wild and heathy {oeoe^ 
Or find fome ruin 'midft its dreary dells, 

Whofe walls more awefui nod 

By thy religious gleams* 
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r if dull blttft'iing winds, dr driving rain, 
levent my willing flset^ be mine the hut. 

That horn the mountain's fide^ 

Views wilds and fwelling floods^ 

od hamlets brown, zxni dim-difcover'd fpires, 
od hears their fimpk bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual duiky veiU 

liile Spring (hall pour his ihowers, as oft he wont, 
nd bathe thy bxeathing tiefTes, meekeft Eve ! 

While Summer loves to fport 

Beneath thy lingering light : 
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While &II0W- Autumn fills Uty lap with leaves, 
Or Winter, ydling thra* the troublous air, 

AfiBnghts thy fhrmiing train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long regardful of thy quiet rule. 

Shall Fancy, Fricndihipy Sciencx^ finiling Peace,. 

Thy gentled influence own, 

And love thy favourite name ! 



ODE TO P E A C E. 

O THOU, who bad'ft thy turtles bear 
Swift from his grafp thy gdden hair, .! . . 

And fought'ft thy. native ikies: . 
When War, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his iron car, 

And bade his ftorms arife I - 

Tir*d of his^ rude tyrannic fway,^ 
Our youth (l^all fix ibme feflive day^ 

His fuUen fhrines t6 bum : . 
But thou, who hear'ft the turning fpheres, 
What founds may charm thy partial ears. 

And gain thy bled return ! 






4 09E TO TEACB. 

O Fbk& ibr z^ar'd robs up-biiid ! 
O X3c^ and Icnc boI one bdiiin 

Of iZ i^ }yjn ly tziin: 
lac SnoiM *MMkf Gooacaambtf 
Lies firecch'd on emth to kift thy fat. 

And own tbv liolicr ] 



JjA oiiifi\ coQxt tny tnoficnt iiniify 
But come to gnce tby wcficnt ifle^ 

By wulike Honour led ! 
And, while azound her ports igoke. 
While all her fins adofc thy choice^ 

With him for ever wed ! 



• THE MANTNEkS. 
A K 6de» 

Jb AREWELL, for dearer ken dcfign'd ; 

The dim difcover'd tn&s of inind: 
Truths which, from aftion's paths retir'd. 
My filent iearch in vain reijuir'd, 
No more my fail that deep txpianSf 
No more I fearch thofe magic Ihorcs^ 
What regions part the world of ibuly 
Or whence thy ftreams^ Opinion, roll : 
If e'er I round fuch Fairy field. 
Some power impart the fpear and fhidd 
At which the wizzard Paifions fiy, 
By which the giant Follies die ! 



TBX MABMBRS* 



Facwdl the pcrdi, whole roof is feen, 
Azdi'd wkh. ikt eilivaung olive's green : 
Where Scinwr, pndL'd in dflkied vefi, 
Sy Rfafon, Pride^ and Fancy dreft, 
CoBQC&fibca vide^ totnaiaRay'd^ 
To wed with DankH in FfataTs flade! 

Yotith of the>yiiA nncheittti fight. 
Thy walks, Ofafenrance^ mate invite ! 
O thou, who kyv'ft that ampler lang^ 
Wlicre life's wide pxofydQs round thee change, 
And, with her mingled fens allied, . 
Throw'fl the prattling page afide; 
To me in ccnverfe fweet impart, 
To read in man the native heurt, 
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To learn, where Science fure is found) ' ' * 'y 

From Nature as (he lives around I 

And gazing oft her mirror true^ 

By turns each fhifting. image view 1 ' 

Till meddling Art's officious lore^ 

Reverie the leflfons taught befine, 

Alluring from a (afer rule. 

To dream in her enchanted fchool ; 

Thou, heaven, whatever of great we boaft^ 

Haft bleft tl^ focial fcience moft* 

, t 
Retiring hence to thoughtftd cell» * 
As Fancy breathes her potent ^ell. 
Not vain ftie finds the charmftil taik^ 
In pageant quaint, in motley mafk, 



Behold, bdbie her nmfing eyes, 

The countlefi Mnmen xoimd her life ; 
While ever varymg as the^ pais. 
To Ibxne Contempt apj^Ues her glaft: 
With thefe the whitD-robM Maids combiiiey 

H' ,i| ; f : And thofe the kughing Satyrs join ! 

^^■^ y 9j But who is he whom now fhe views, 

In robe of wild contending hues ? 
Thou by the paflfions nurs*d ; I gteet 
The comic fock that binds thy feet ! 
O Humour, thou whole name is known. 
To Britain's favoured ifle alone : 
Me too admidft thy band admit, 
There where the young-eyed healthfUl Wit, 
(Whofe jewels in his crifped hair 
Are plac'd each other's beams to fhare. 




.TBE MAMNtRf. <^ 

Whom no ddighte from thee, divide) 
In laughter loos*d:attend» thy fide ! 

By old Miletus ^ who fo long 
Hasf ceas'd his love^imvoven fi>ng ! 
By all you taught the Tufcan maid% 
In changed Italia's modem (hades i 
By him t, whofe Knight's di(Ungui(h'd name, 
-> Refin'd a nation's luft of fame ; 

Whofe tales even now, with echoes fweet, 

Caftilia's Moorifli hills repeat : 

Or him {, whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore^ 

In watchet weeds on Gallia's fhore, 

* Alluding to the Milefian Tales, fome of the eadieft ro- 
mances. 

•(• Cervantes. 

X Monfieur Le Sage, author of the incomparable adventures 
of Gil Bias de Saotillane, who died in Paris in the year 1745. 
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Who drew the hd Sicilian maidy 
fiy virtues in her fire betxsy'd : 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each proolpted deed ; 
If but from thee I hope to fed. 
On all my heart imprint thy feal ! 
Let ibme retreating Cynic find 
Thofe oft-tum'd fcrolls I leave behind. 
The fports and I this hour agre^ 
To rove thy fcenerfull w<»^ld with thee ! 



THE PASSIONS. 

AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 

VV HEN Mufic, heavenly maid, was young, 

Vhilc yet in early Greece (he Tung, 

The PaiEons oft, to hear her ibell, 

lirong'd around her magic cell, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

*o(kR, beyond the Mufe's painting ; 

(y turns they felt the glowing mind 

>ifturb'dy delighted, rais'd, refined. 

rill once, 'tis ifaidy when all were fir'd, 

'iU'cl with fury, rapt, infpir'd, 

G 
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From the fupporting myrtles round 
They fifiatch'd her inftruments of (bund. 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leflbns of her forceful art, 
Each, for Madnels rul'd the hour. 
Would prove his own expreflive power. 

Firft Fear his hand, its (kill to try, 
Amid the chords bewildered laid. 

And back lecoil'd, he knew not why. 
Even at the found himielf had made. 

Next Anger rufhM, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his fecret ftings^ 

In one rude clafh he ftruck the lyre. 

And fwept with hurried hand the firings. 
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With woeful meafures wan Defpair — 

Low fuUen founds his grief beguil'd, 
A folemn, ftrange, and mingled air, 

'Twas fiid by fits^ by darts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes Ho £dr, 
What was thy- delighted meafure? 
Still it whifper'd promised pleafuxe, 
7 And bade the lovely fcenes at diftance hail ! 
Still would her touch the ilrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo ftill thro' all the fong; 
And where her fweetefl theme (he chofe, 
A foft refponlive voice was heard at every clofe, 
And Hope enchanted fmil'd, and wav'd her golden 
hair. 

G 2 
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And longer had (he lung, — but, with a firow 

Revenge impatient rofe^ 
He threw his blood-ftain'd fword in thunder 

And, with a withering look. 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaft Co loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic founds (b full of woe. 

And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
And tho' fometimes, dach dreary paufe be 

Dejefted Pity at his fide. 

Her foul-fubduing voice applied. 
Yet ftill he kept his wild unaltered mein, 
Willie each ftrain'd ball of fight feem'd bur 

his head. 
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Thy numbers, Jealoufy, to nought were fix'd. 

Sad proof of thy diftreisful ftatc, 
Of difibring themes the veering fqng was mix'd. 

And now it courted Lovet now raving call'd on 
Hate. 

With eyes up-rais'd, as one infpir'd, 
Pale Mebncholy fat retir'd. 
And from her wild fequefter'd leat, 
In notes by diOance made more (weet, 
Pour'd thro' the mellow horn her penfive foul : 
And dafhing foft horn rocks around. 
Bubbling runnels join'd the found ; 
Thro' glades and glpoms the mingled meafure ftole, 
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Or o'er ibmc haunted ffaneauns with fend ddiy, 
Round an holy calm difiufing, 
Love of peace, and lonely muling, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But Oy how alter'd was its fprightlier tone ! 
When Cheerfulneis, a nymph of healthiefl hue. 

Her bow acrofs her fhoulder flung, 
Her bufkins gemm*d with morning dew, 

Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crown*d Sifters, and their chaftc-ey 'd queen, 

SatNis and Sylvan boys were fecn, 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercife rejoic'd to hear, 

And Sport leapt up, and feiz'd his beechen fpear. 
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Laft cune Joy's ecftatic trial. 

He with viny crown advancing, 

Firft to the lively pipe his hand addrefl:, 
But Cocm he faw the brifk awakening viol, 

Whofe fweet entrancing voice he lov'd the bed. 
They would have thought, who heard the ftrain, 
They law in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feflal founding (hades, 
To fome unwearied minftrd dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kils'd the firings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantafUc round, 
Loofe were her trefles feen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidfl his frolic play. 
As if he would the charming air repay. 

Shook thoufand odours from his dewy wings. 
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O MuftCy fphere-defcended maid^ 
Friend of pleafure, wifdom's aid. 
Why, Goddds, why to us denied P 
Lay'fl thou thy ancient lyre afide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian boweri 
You leam'd an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic foul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard* 
Where is thy native fimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, iancy, art ? 
Arife, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energic, chafle^ fublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording Sifter's page— 
'Tis faid, and I belie\'e the tale, 
Thy humbleft reed could more prevail, 
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Had more of ilrength, diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 
Caecilia's mingled world of found—* 
O bid our vain endeavours ceaie^ 
Revive the juft de{igns.of Greece, 
Return in all thy Ample ftate ! 
Confirm the tales her fons relate ! 



AN EPISTLE 

ADDRESSED TO SIR THOMAS HANMER, ON HIS 
EDITION OF SHAKSFEARE'i WORKS. 



V V H I L £ bom to bring the Muie's happier days, 
A patriot's hand prote&s a poet's lays. 
While nurs'd by you (he fees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honour'd tomb : 
Excufe her doubts, if yet (he fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwcU : 
With confcious awe (he hears the critic's fame, 
And blufhing hides her wreath at Shakfpeaxe's name. 
Hard was the lot thofe injur'd drains endur'd, 
Unown'd by fcicncc, and by jxars obfcur'd : 
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Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing (ighs c<|nfels'd 
A fixt defpair in every tuneftil breaft. 
Not with more grief th' affli6led fwains appear, 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When lingering frofts the ruin'd feats invade 
Where Peace reforted, and the Graces play'd. 

Each rifing art by juft gradation moves, 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grac'd with nobleft pomp her earlieft ftage. 
Preferv'd thro' time, the fpeaking fcenes impart 
Each changeful wifh of Phaedra's tortur'd heart : 
Or paint the curie, that mark'd the * Thdxui's reigni 
A bed inceftuous, and a father flain. 

» The Oedipus of Sophocks. 



9t AN BFI8TLB TO 

With kind copcem our pitying oyes o'erflow, 
Trace the hd tale, and own another's woe* 

To Rome remov'd, with wit fecure to pleafi^ 
The comic fifters kept their native eafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece behdd 
Her own Menander's art almoft excell'd ! 
But every Mufe eflay'd to raife in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her tragic ftrain; 
Ilyffus' laurels, though transferred with toil, 
Droop'd their £ur leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly foil. 

As arts expir'd, refiftlefs Dullnels rofe ; 
Goths, prieftsj or Vandals, — all were learning's foes* 
Till ♦ Julius firft recalled each exil'd maid. 
And Cofmo own'd them in the Etrurian fhade : 

* Julius II. the immediate predecelTor of Leo. X. 
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Then deeply fkiird in love's engaging theme, ■ 'f'- 
The foft Provencial pafs'd to AnM/s (beam : '' 
With graceful eafe the Wanton lyre he ftrung. 
Sweet flow'd the lays-^ut love was all he fung* 
The gay defcription could not fail to move ; * 
For, led by nature, all are friends to love.' 

But heaven, dill various in its works, decreed 
The perfe^ boaft of time ihould lail fucceed. 
The beauteous union muft appear at length. 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian flrength : ' 

One greater Mufe Eliza's reign adorn. 
And even a Shakfpeare to her fame be bom ! 

Yet ah ! io bright her morning's opening ray, 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
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No iiecond growth the weftcm ifle could heUf 
At once exhaufied with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonfbn knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almoft loft in art* 
Of fofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, 
The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleas'd attention 'midft his fcenes we fin 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female 
Each melting figh, and every tender tear. 
The lover's wiflies, and the virgin's fear. 
His * every ftrain the Smiles and Graces own ; 
But ftronger Shakfpeare felt for man alone : 
Drawn by his pen, our ruder pafhons ftand 
Th' unrivall'd pi6lure of his early hand* 

* Their charaftcrs are thus diftinguilhed by Mr. Drj 
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* With gradual fiepS| and flow, exaSier France 
Saw Art's {air empire o'er her Chores advance : 
By length of toil a bright perfeftion knew, 
Corre6Uy bold, and juft in all {he drtw. 

Till late Comeille, with t Lucan's fpirit fir'd, 
fereath'd the Anee flxain, as Rome and He infpir'd : 
And claflic Judgment gain'd to fweet Racine 
The temperate ftrength of Maro's chafter line* 

But wilder .£ur the Britifh laurel fpread, 
And wreaths leis artful crown our poet's head. 

* About the time of Shakfpeare, the poet Hardy was in great 
repute in France. He wrote, according to Fontenelle, fix hun. 
dred plays. The Fi-ench poets after him applied themfelves in 
general to the correA improvement of the ihige, which was aU 
^loft totally difregarded by thofe of our own country, Jonfon 
excepted. 

f The favouiite author of the elder Comeille. 
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Yet He alone to eveiy fcene could g^e 

Th' hiftodan's truth, and bid the mafinen live» 

Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furpriie, 

Majeftic forms <^ mighty monarchs rife. 

There Henry's trumpets fpnsad their loud alarms^ 

And laurd'd Conqueft waits her hero's arms. 

Here gentler Edward claims a pitying (igh, 

Scarce bom to honours,, and (b feon to die ! 

Yet (hall thy throne, unhappy infiaint, bring 

No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

The ♦ time (hall come, when Glo'fter's heart Ihall bleed 

In life's laft hours, with horror of the deed : 

When dreary vifions fhall at laft prefent 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent : 

* Tempus erit Turno, magno cum optaverit emptum 
Inta£tum pallanta, &c. 
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Thy hand unicen the fecret death (hall bear, 

Blunt the weak fword, and break th' opprefTive fpear* 

Where'er we turn, by fency charm'd, we find 
Some (weet illufion of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, ftie calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature in the rural grove ; 
Where iwains contented own the quiet fcene. 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drels'd by her hand, the woods and valleys fmile, 
And Spring diffulive decks th' inchanted ifle. 

O more than all in powerful genius bleft, 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing bread ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart fliall feel, 
Thy fbngs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 
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There every thought the poet's warmth may raiie^ 

There native mufic dwells in all the lays. 

O might fome verfe with happieft {kill perfuade 

Expreflive Figure to adopt thine aid ! 

What wondrous draughts might rife from every page! 

What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ! 

Methinks even now I view fome free defign^ 
Where breathing Nature lives in eveiy line : 
Chafle and fubdued the modeft lights decay. 
Steal into fhades, and mildly melt away. 
—And fee, where ♦ Anthony, in tears approv'd, 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 
O'er the old corfe the warrior feems to bend, 
Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd firiend ! 
♦ Sec the tragedy of Julius Cxfar. 
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Still as they prels, h6 calls on all around, 

Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 

But + who is he, whofe brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 
On his own Rome he turns th* avenging fteel. 
Yet fhall not war's infatiate fury fall, 
(So Heaven ordains it) on the deflin'd wall. 
See the foild mother, 'midd the plaintive train, 
Hung on his knees, and proftrate on the plain ! 
Touch'd to the foul, in vain he drives to hide 
The fon's afiedion, in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the man confli£ling paflions rife, 
Rage grafps the fword, while Pity melts the eyes. 

♦ Coriolanus. See Mr. Si)ciice*s dialogue on the Odyffey. 
H 2 
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Thus, generous Critic, as thy bard infpiresy 
The fifter Arts (hall nurfe their drooping fires ; 
Each from his fcenes her (lores alternate bring. 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal (bring : 
Thoie Sibyl-leaves, the fport of every wind, 
(For poets ever ivere a carelefs kind) 
By thee difpos'd, no ^rther toil demand, 
But, juft to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread o*er Greece, th' harmonious whole unknown 
Even Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone. 
Their own UlyCTes fcarce had wander'd more^ 
By winds and waters caft on every (hore : 
When rais'd by fi|]te, (bme former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundleis mind ; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



DIRGE 
IN CYMBELINE. 

SUNG BY GUIOERUS AND ARVIRAGUS OVER 
FIDELLE, SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

X O fair Fidele's grafly tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds (hall bring 
Each opening fweet, of earlieft bloom. 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghoft {hall dare appear 
To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove, 

But (hepherd lads aflemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 
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No wither'd witch fliall here be fiscn, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

The female fays (hall haunt the groen. 
And drefs thy grave with pearly dew ; 

The rcd-breaft oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary mofs, and gathered flowers, • 
To deck the ground where thou art laid^ 

When howling winds, and beating rain. 
In tempefls fhake the fylvan cell ; 

Or 'midft the chafe on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee (hall dwell* 
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Each lonely fcene (hall thee reftore, 

For thee the tear be duly flied ; 
Bdov'd, till life can charm no more; 

And moum'd, till Pity's felf be dead. 
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DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 
rss fCE!ri or thk followixg stanzas is 

Su??OSEO TO LIS OSC THE THAMES 
SEAE EICHXOXO. 

I. 

XN TODder gn^ca Dnnd lies 

Wbczc llowbr winds the fiediiig wivc ! 

The yev's beft fwoets (haD chitfous rife^ 
To deck ifs Poet's fylvan gnve! 

IL 
In yoo deep bed of whi^'ring roods 

His airy harp* (hall now be laid. 
That be, whofe heart in forrow Ueeds, 

May love thro' life the foothing (hade. 

* The harp of iEoLus, of which fee a defcripdon in the 
Castle of Indolence. 
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III. 

Then maids and youths (hall linger here, 
And while its Ibunds at difiance fwell. 

Shall iadly feem in Pity's ear, 

To hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knelL 

IV. 

Remembrance oft fhall haunt the fhore 
When Thames in fummer wreaths is drefl, 

And oft fufpend the daihing oar 
To bid his gentle fpirit reft ! 

V. 

And oft as Eafe and Health retire 

To breezy lawn, orforeftdeep, 
The friend fhall view yon whitening • j^p^^^j 

And 'mid the varied landfcape weep. 

* Richmond Church. 



106 ODI OM THI 

VL 

But Thou, who own'il that earthly bed. 
Ah ! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears which Love and Pity (bed 
That mourn beneath the gliding hUl 

VII. 
Yet lives there one, whofe heedleis eye 

Shall (com thy pale ihrine glimm'ring near; 

With him, fweet bard, may Fancy die^ 

And Joy defert the blooming ye^r. 

VIIL 
But thou, lorn ftrcam, whole fullen tide 

No iedge-crown'd Sifters now attend. 
Now waft me from the green hill's fide 
Whofe cold turf hides the buried ftiend ! 
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IX. 

And fee, the fairy valleys fade, 

Dun Night has veil'd the folemn view ! 

Yet once again, dear parted fhade, 
Meek Nature's Child, again adieu ! 

X. 

* The genial meads aflign'd to ble& 
Thy life, fliall mourn thy early doom ! 

Their hinds, and fhepherd girls fhall dreis 
With fimple hands thy rural tomb^ 
XI. 
Long, long, thy flone, and pointed clay '^ 

Shall mdt the mufing Briton's eyes, 
O ! vales, and wild woods, fhall He fay, 
In yonder grave Your Druid lies ! 

* Mr. Thomfon refided in the neighbourhood of Richmond 
fome time before his death. 
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ODE 

ON THE 

POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS 

OF THE 

HIGHLANDS op SCOTLAND. 

JllOME, thou retura'ft from Thames, whofe Naiads 
long 

Have feen thee ling'ring with a fond delay. 

Mid thofe foft friends, whofe hearts ibme future day, 
Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic long. 
Go, not unmindful of that cordial youth * 

Whom, long endeared thou leav'ft by Lavant's fide ; 
Together let us wi(h him lading truth, 

And joy untainted with his deftin'd bride. 

* A gentleman of the name of Barrow, who introduced Home 
to Collins. 
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Go ! nor regardlds, while thefe numbers boaft 
My fhort-liv'd blifs, forget my focial name ; 

But think, hr oS, how, on the Southern coaft, 
I met thy MencUhip with an equal flame! 

Frefli to that foil thou tum'ft, where ev'ry vale 
Shall prompt the poet, and his fong demand : 

To thee thy copious fubje6b ne'ar (hall fail ; 
Thou need'ft but take thy pencil to thy hand. 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial 
land, 

II. 

There, muft thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ; 

'Tis Fancy's land to which thou fctt'ft thy feet ; 

Where flill, 'tis faid, the Fairy people meet, 
Beneath each birken fhade, or mead or hill. 
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There, each trim lass, that (kirns the milk 

I To the fwart tribes, their creamy bo^\ls 

By night they fip it round the cottage-doo 

• ' While airy minftrels warble jocund nott 

There, ev'ry herd, by fad experience, kn< 

How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-fhot a 

1 . ■ When the fick ewe her fummer food forcg 

Or, ftretch'd on earth, the heart-fmit h 

■L , Such airy beings awe the untutor'd fVi'ain: 

'V: ■ Nor thou, tho' learn'd, his homelier th( 

■y-/ ■/ . lea; 

..:. '^ V- \ Let thy fwcct Mufe the rural faith fuftain ; 

'M ; ' Thefe are the themes of fimple, fure efle6 

f^ jj. : That add new conquefts to her boundlefs re 



And fill, with double force, her lieart-comniai 
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III. 

Ev'n yet prdferv'd, how often may^ft thou hear, 

Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run. 

Taught by the father, to his lift'ning fon ; 
Strange lays, whofe pow'r had charm'd a Spenfer's ear. 
At ev'ry paufe, before thy mind poflefl, 

Old Runic bards fhall (eem to rife around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd veil, 

Their matted hair with boughs fantaflic crown'd : 
Whether thou bid'ft the well-taught hind repeat 

The choral dirge, that mourns fome chieftan brave, 
When ev'ry fhrieking maid her boibm beat. 

And flrew'd with choicefl herbs his fcented grave; 
Or whether, fitting in the fhepherd's fhid *, 

Thou hear'ft fome founding tale of war's alarms ; 
When at the bugle's call, with fire and fleel, 

* A fummer hut, built in the high part of the mountains, to 
tend their flocks in the warm fcafon, when the pafture is fine. 
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The fturdy dans poixr'd fiortli their hrawny fwarms, 
Aiid hoftik faiolhen met, to pfDve cadi othen anns. 

IV. 
'TIS thine to fiii|^ hew, framing hideous fpdlSf 

In Sky's lone iilc^ the gifted wizaid-feer. 

Lodged in the wintry cave with Fate's fidl (pear ; 
Or in the depth of Uift's dark €oreft dwdls: 

How they, whofe fight fiich dreary dreams engrofs, 
With their own vifion oft aftonifh'd droop, 

When, o'er the watry fbath, or quaggy mois. 
They fee the gliding ghofts unbodied troop. 

Or, if in fports^ or on the feftive green. 
Their deflin'd glance fomc fated youth defcry, 

Who now, perhaps, in lufty vigour feen, 
And rofy health, ihall foon lamented die. 
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For them the viewlefs forms of air obey ; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair. 

They know what fpirit brews the (lormful day, 
And heartlefs, oft like moody madnefs, flare 
To fee the phantom train their fecret work prepare. 

V. 

*' Or on fome bellying rock that fhades the deep, 
" They view the lurid figns that crofs the Iky, 
" Where, in the weft, the brooding tempefts lie; 

** And hear their firft, faint, ruftling pennons fwcep. 

*^ Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 
'^ The broad, unbroken billows heave and fwell, 

*^ In horrid mufings rapt^ they fit to mark 
*« The laboring moon ; or lift the nightly yell 
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« Of that dread fpirit, whofc gigantic form 

*« The fccr's entranced eye can well furvey, 
** Through the dim air who guides the driving ftorm, 

<' And points the wretched bark its defUn'd prey, 
*« Or him who hovers on his flagging wing, 

" 0*er the dire whirpool, that, in ocean's waftc, 
** Draws indant down whatever devoted thing 

" The failing breeze within its reach hath plac*d— 
" The diftant feaman hears, and flies with trembling 
« hafte. 

VI. 

" Or, if on land the fiend exerts his fway, 
" Silent he broods o'er quickfand, bog or fen, 

" Far from the (helt'ring roof and haunts of men, 
" When witched darknels fhuts the eye of day. 
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** And flirouds each flar that wont to cheer the 
" night ; 
" Or, if the drifted fnow perplex the way, 

" With treach'rous gleam he lures the fated wight, 
*^ And leads him flound'ring on and quite aflray,'* 

VII. 
Ah, lucklefs fwain, o'er all unbleft, indeed ! 

Whom late bewilder 'd in the dank, dark fen. 

Far from his flocks, and fmoaking hamlet, then ! 
To that fad fpot where hums the fedgy weed : 

On him, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity's kind concern, 

But inftant, furious, raife the whelming flood 
O'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return ! 
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Or, if he mcditotc his wifh'd efcape. 
To fbme dim hill that (eems uprifing near, 

To his faint eye, the grim and grifly fhape, 
In all its terrors clad, (hall wild appear. 

Meantime the watry furge fhall round him rife, 
Pour'd fudden forth from ev'ry fwellihg fource ! 

What now remains hut tears and hopelefs fighs ? 
His fear-fhook limbs have loft their youthly force, 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and bieathlels 
corfe! 

VIII. 

For him in vain his anxious wife fhall wait. 
Or wander forth to meet him on his way ; 
For him in vain at to-fall of the day, 

His babes fliall linger at th' unclofing gate ! 
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Ah, ne'er fliall he return ! Alone, if night, 

Her traveird limbs in broken flumbers fteep ! 
With drooping willows drbft, his mournful fpritc 

Shall vifit fad, perchance, her (ilent fleep : 
Then he, perhaps, with moift and wat'ry hand, 

Shall fondly feem to prefe her fhudd'ring cheek, 
And with his blue-fwoln face before her fland, 

And, fliiv'ring cold, thefe piteous accents fpeak : 
*' Purfue, dear wife, thy daily toils, purfue, 

" At dawn or dufk, induflrious as before ; 
*' Nor e*er of me one helplefs thought renew, 

« While I lie welt'ring on the ozier'd fhorc, 

" Drown'd by the Kelpie's * wrath, nor e'er fhall 
aid thee more !" 

* The water fiend. 
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IX, 

Unbounded is thy range ; with varied fldll 

Thy Mufe may, like thofe feath'ry tribes which fpring 
From their rude rocks, extend her (kirting wing 

Round the moift marge of each cold Hebrid iflc, 
To that hoar pile* which ftill its ruin fhows: 

In whole fmall vaults a pigmy-folk is found, 

Whofe bones the delver with his fpade upthrows, 

And culls them, wondering, from the hallow'd ground! 

Or thither +, where beneath the fhow'ry weft. 
The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid: 

Once foes, perhaps, together now they reft, 
No flaves revere them, and no wars invade : 

* One of the Hebrides is called The Ifle of Pigmies, where it 
is reported, that feveral miniature bones of the human fpecies 
have been dug up in the ru'ns of the chapel there. 

f Icolmkill, one of the Hebrides, where near lixty of the an- 
i lent Scottiih, Irifh, and Norwegian kings are interred. 
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Yet frequent now, at midnight folemn hour, 
The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold, 

And forth the Monarchs ftalk with fov'reign pow'r. 
In pageant robes; and, wreath'd with fheeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold* 

X. 

But, oh, o'er all, forget not Kilda's race, 

On whofe bleak rocks, which brave the wailing 
tides, 

Fair Nature's daughter. Virtue, yet abides. 
Go ! juft, as they, their blamelefs manners trace ! 

Then to my ear tranfinit fome gentle fong, . 
Of thofe whofe lives are yet fincere and plain^ 

Their bounded walks the rugged clifEj along, 
And all their profped but the wintry main. 
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With rparing temp'rance at the needful time, 
They drain the fcented fpring ; or, hungcr-preft, 

Along th' Atlantic rock, undreading, climb, 
And of its eggs defpoil the Solan's * nefL 

Thus, blcft in primal innocence they livc^ 
Suffic*d, and happy with that frugal fere 

Which tafteful toil and hourly danger give. 
Hard is their {hallow foil, and bleak and bare ; 
Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there ! 

XL 

Nor need'ft thou blufh that fuch falfe themes engage 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer ftores poflcft ; 
For not alone they touch the village bread, 

But filPd in elder time, th* hiftoric page. 

* An aquatic bird, on the eggs of which the inhabitants of St. 
Kilda, another of the Hebrides, chiefly fubfifl:. 
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There, Shakfpcar's fclf, with ev'ry garland 
crown'd, 
Flew to thofe fairy climes his fancy (heen, 

In muflng hour ; his wayward fiflers found, 
And with their terrors drefl the magic fcene* 

From them he Tung, when, 'mid his bold defign, 
Before the Scot, a(Hi6^ed, and aghafl ! 

The fhadowy kings of Banquo's fated line. 
Thro* the dark cave in gleamy pageant pafl. 

Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, fimply told, 
Could once (b well my anfw'ring bofbm pierce ; 

Proceed, in forceful founds, and colour bold. 
The native legends of thy land rehearfe ; 
To fuch adapt thy lyre, and fuit thy pow'rful vcrfe. 
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XII. 

In fcenes like thefe, which, daring to depart 

From fobcr truth, are ftill to Nature true, 

And call forth frefti delight to Fancy's view, 
Th* heroic Mufe employ 'd her Taflb's art ! 

How have I trembled, when at Tancred*s ftroke, 
Its gufhing blood the gaping cyprels pour'd ! 

When each live plant with mortal accents fpoke, 
And the wild blaft upheav'd the vanifh'd fword ! 

How have I fat, when pip'd the penfive wind, 
To hear his harp by Britifh Fairfax ftrung ! 

Prevailing poet ! whole undoubting mind, 
Believ'd the magic wonders which he fung ! 

Hence, at each found, imagination glows ! 
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Hence, at each pi6lure, vivid life ftarts here ! 

Hence his warm lay with foftefl fweetnefs flows ! 
Melting it flows, pure, murm'ring, ftrong and clear, 
And fills th' impaflion'd heart, and wins th' harmoni- 
ous ear ! 

xni. 

All hail, ye fcenes that o'er my foul prevail ! 

Ye fplendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 

Are by fmooth Annan * fill'd, or paft'ral Tay,+ 
Or Don's J romantic fprings, at diftance, hail ! 
The time fhall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens, o'erhung with fpreading broom ; 
Or o'er your ftretching heaths, by Fancy led ; 

Or o'er your mountains creep, in aweful gloom ! 

*f J Thiec livers in Scotland. 
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Then will I drels once more the faded bowV, 

Where Jonfon* fiit in Drummond's claflic fhade; 

Or crop, from Tiviotdalc, each lyric flow'r, 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Willy's laid! 

Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore 
The cordial youth, on Lothian's plains, attend !— 

Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor, 
To him I lofe, your kind protection lend, 
And, touch'd with love like mine, preferve my ab- 
fent friend ! 



* Ben Jonfon paid a vifit on foot, in i6i9> to the Scotch 
poet Drummond, at his feat of Hawthomden, within four 
miles of Edinburgh. 



THE END. 
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